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A D V E R T I S E M E N T. 


THE Author thinks it necessary to inform 
his Readers, as they will undoubtedly perceive 
how much superior some of the following 
Poems arc- to others, that a few of the first 
pages, all the Translations but one, the two 
first Odes, and the first Hymn, were written 
at a very early age ; that the Poem on Retire- 
• inent, the Pastorals in imitation of Pope and 
Virgil, Elegy written in Poet’s Corner, Ode 
to Truth, the Progress of Painting, YVandlcV 
W ave, the Hymns for the Seasons, the Palace 
of Pleasure, and the Funeral Anthem, were 
the productions of sixteen, and the rest of his 
intermediate years. 
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MOL S’CfiLLANIES. 

MACBETH; 


THE ILL EFFECTS OF AMBITION . 


Written at the Age of Twelve. 


•Quid non mortalia petSora cogit 
Ambitio ? 


"Vy iiat struggling passions rule the soul ; ’ 
What, passions strong that spurn controu). 
The human bosom fire ! 

The potent warrior cas’d in steel. 

The king, the beggar, all can feel, 

, The power of fierce desire ! 
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The tempest howl’d ; the forky light 
Gilt with pale ray the shades of night. 

The pealing thunder crash’d 
From murder’d Duncan came Macbeth, 

And to the ground, still warm with death, 

The bloody dagger dash’d ! 

r 

“ Hell gapes to seize my soul,” ho cried, 

“ The Thund’rei* asks why Duucau died',' 

“ Who pierc’d his beating heart 
“ Who gave the thought, .who urg’d the deed ; 

“ Who bade his royal bosom bleed ?” 

Death spare thy vengeful dart ! 

’Twas a vain sceptre led my hand. 

The empty honour of command. 

The dagger rais’d on high ! 
Curst, be the day that, gave me birth 1 
Hide me from God, O parent Earth, 

From God’s all-searching eye! 

CONTENT. 


In yonder vale, where verdure smiles. 

The sweetest spot in George’s isles. 

Lives Dobson, happy swain ; 
Who laughs at what is call’d renown. 

And to the splendor of a crown 

Prefers a sack of grain. 
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E’en while lie fells the giant oak, 

IJe finds a tune lor ev’ry stroke, 

’Tis only beating time ; 

And if ’tis bad, as some might say. 

To be so merry all the day. 

He’s always in a crime. 

Danje Dobson, while she* sits at home, 

(For careful housewives never roam) 

Sings care itself away ; 

At grief for ever will deride. 

Mocks at rich pomp and foolish pride. 

And lives but to be gay. 

<c If haughty rank and hoarded wealth 
“ Are less than competence and health, 

“ ’Tis we’re the lords of earth ; 

“ For ale, we. ne’er shall want a pot, 

“ And happiness, (it loves a cot) 

“ Plays round our chearful hearth*” 

Find in the city’s busy crowd. 

Among the witty and the proud, 

A pair so highly blest ? 

If you produce them, I will swear. 

Dame Dobson never laughed at care. 

And Gaffer knew no rest.. 
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LINES 

ON THE BIRTH-DAY OF F.LIZA. 

)» ft « 

JLaugiiing mom with sparkling eye 
Melts in radiance from the sky. 

While her head ‘with brightness crown’h 
Sheds a thousand glories round. 

Come, gentle May, by Flora fair. 

And ev’ry -sylph that sports in air. 
Attended on thy smiling way; 

Favonius, on thy breezy wing 
Here waft the incense of the spring. 
And on thy pinions play. 

For in Britannia’s raptur’d islr. 

See ! new-born graces lovelier smile. 
Fresh rising splendour paints the morn. 
The mild, the fair Eliza’s born. 

Soft as the brow of spring, whose top 
Shakes with the dew’s bespangling drop. 
So softly shakes her flutt’ring hair ; 
While in its silken locks the Breeze 
Entwining sports in playful case, 

And courts the whisp’ring Air. 

Light as the perfum’d breath of morn. 
Skims swiftly o’er the Ifcvel lawn ; 
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Light as thi* swallow’s wing can clip 
The wat’ry surface', is her trip. 

Sweet as the wild Eolian lyre. 

Whose untaught song the Gales inspire. 
As soft, they wake its trembling string ; 

So sweet she warbling pours along 
Her soul-exhilarating song 
On f ZopIiyr’s dewy wing. 

Thron’d are Expression, Love, and Grace, 
In tlie mild lustre of her face ; 

And Heav’n, as tlio’ ’twould leave the sky. 
Shoots in the glances of her eye. 

And ah! within that breast where Youth 
Full oft’ shall bring its vows of truth. 

And Love sigh out its votive pray’r: 

Still Virtue fans her vestal fire'. 

For there is all she could desire. 

Or to desire could dare ! 


LINES TO MISS S. . . . H. . . ., 

ON HER MARRIAGE. 

h en -from tlie billowy bosom of the main 
The Queeii of Love arose in all her charms; 
Th’ admiring sea-nymphs woke the silver strain, 
’ And prais’d her damask cheek and iv’ry arms. 



MISCELLANIES. 


To you, fair maid, if aught niy humble song 
Avail the passage of thy heart to find; 

Charms yet still sweeter than of love belong. 

The mild, the hcav’nly beauties of the miud. 

c 

And oh, if stormy Ocean could rejoice, 

When Love beam’d smiling from** the wat’ry gloom 
How must the youth, tile partner of thy cli^iee, 
Enjoy the (‘harms that in a H bloom. 

Cordelia's sense, Emilia’s sprightly wit. 

Both in thy breast in one soft chain unite; 

In thee, what most the modest maiden fit. 

All that can win, and all that can delight. 

Still, still may Peace, with whom no cares intrude. 
Forever cherish’d in thy bosom lie; 

And lively Health, the riches of the good. 

Bloom on thy cheek, and sparkle in thine eye, 

•» 

Not brighter treasure can Goleonda boast. 

Nor high Peru with all her bosom’d store : 

<r 

With them, how sweet, to busy life when lost, 

And rich in him you love , to want no more ! 
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PARODY 

'on du. Johnson’s “ hermit hoar, &c.”* 


“ Gentle Lady, on whose cheek 
Modest j*s soft blushes play; 

“ Tell, D toll me where to seek 

» 

“ Virtue, and her blissful way. 

Thus I said, and mournful sigh’d 
As I curs’d beguiling sin ; 

When the gentle lady cried, 

“ Come and treat ns with some gin /” 


LINES 

Annur.ssut) to a r miticclab friend. 
On his Birth-Day , Jan. 20, 1800. 




Win tkb o’er the spangled air 
Scatters round his snow drops fair, _ 
While the sharp Gales, as full of play. 
Rude catch them on their dancing way. 


* 'this is a species of writing imitated fiom the Italian, the last line of 
which is made tp differ from the foiegoing, and produce soVne ludicrous 
poiiA from a seemingly grave subject. 
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* 

And cast them at their early birth 

On the hard bosom of the earth ; 

Till, as lamenting to be driv’n 

So early front their native heav’n, 

# 

Or torn by secret fears; 

Their mingled forms of lovely white 

* 

Sink slowly fading from the sight. 

And melt away in tears, v 

Thus ye cold thoughts from hence depart. 
Dark-eyed Jealousy, and Hate, 

And freezing Diffidence, and loud Debate, 
Melt on the glowing throbbing* of my heart ; 

For there my raptur’d fancy flies. 
To fan the flame that Friendship taught to list 
# 

Once more to grace the new-horn year 
On earth rolls round thy natal day: 

Yet gloomy winter frowns seven 
As slow he plods his frosty way ; 

But if in friendship’s bosom fair 
Lie Pleasure, with Content and Peace, 

The glooms that crowd the troubled air 
But tend that pleasure to increase. 

So from earth’s velvet couch, where gaily drest 
In beauty wild the white-topt lily rose, 
lorn up to glitter on an Ethiop’s breast, 

t t 

Its bed of jet new graces will disclose. 
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Then, dreary Terrors, melt along the sky, 

And on sweet Friendship’s bosom gay disperse. 
For thrilling Joy shall soar where cold ye lie. 

As high above she mounts on raptur’d verse : 

• 

“ Lov’d youth, for theemay Friendship, smiling gay, 
“ Deck with fresh flow’rs her rich enchanting way ; 
“ Still may impurpling Health, with dimple sleek, 
,f Live in the rose that blushes on thy cheek : 

“ Still in the gentle lustre of thine eye 
“ Soul-thrilling Joy with beam increasing lie ; 

“ While mild Content, with Innocence and Peace, 
“ Descend from lieav’n to smile upon thy face, 

“ And o’er thy head bring fresh-born blessings down, 
“ That ev’ry wish, and ev’ry want shall crown ! 


A MORNING WALK AND VIEW, 


JForvrn let me walk along the green-clad fields, 
When on the morning looks the eastern sun. 

As from his wavy bed he rises bright 
And opes the gilded windows of the sea. 

High sings the lively lark, as with his wing. 
Brushing the thin spread clouds, he skims the air; 
Along the^grove, in harmony confus’d. 
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Chirp the soft feather’d songsters, whistling now 
With long drawn note, and now with thrilling song 
Vibrating on the air : another sun 
Reflected, seems to burn within the stream 
A sky of glass ; and all the scattered clouds 
Descending, move in shadows, gliding soft 
Around its dazzling face ; the waters flame, 

And o’er the golden light the burnish’d fravos. 

In sweet confusion, glitfring dance along. 

The weeping willow o’er the gaudy scene 
llangs its lorn head, as tho* ’twould sootlie its grief 
With pleasing contemplation; green as spring. 
And silent as the rev’reuce of an angel : 

While on the adwTse hank the wand’ring boy 
Vie ws the bright image, and with hostile stone 
Essays to break the beauteous orb ; but, lo ! 

He sees it brighten in the sunny ray, 

Wond’ring with vacant stare and open mouth. 
Then plunging, sink within th' unbroken light. 

Nor heed the animal creation, rous’d 
From tiring sloth, the lazy sweets of steep; 

From the Warm shed, slow moving o’er the plain. 
The herded cattle go ; the timid cow. 

The vigorous heifer, pity-bleating calf, ■ 
Meek-eyeing sheep, and primly-gazing ram. 

Loud barks the guardian dog; the snorting steed 
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Snuffs the fresh air, and neighs along the vale. 

Echo the circling hills : the lusty bull 
Augments the pleasing universal noise 
Of gladd’ning joy, ami hoarsely lows around. 

Nor is the scene beyond devoid of grace. 

Far in the distant landscape, dimly seen, 

Dashes in curfing wreathes of hoary foam 
The rjjist-cfeating cataract : slow along, 

Thro’ its full bed, in many a mazy way. 

The winding river strays, when soft restrain’d 
Within its mossy shores it onward moves 
In limpid majesty ; but when convuls’d 
With the big torrent of the April sliow’r, 

It, bursts its rural prison, and with sweep, 

Dreadful and swift, bounds o’er the vanish’d vale, 
Glorious the floating scene ! Each circled hill 
Seems edg’d with quiv’ring lace, and all around 
The hidden meadows, once so gaily green, 
O’erlay’d with living silver ; close behind. 

In snug retfcat, the tufted cottage lifts 
Its sloping head, adorn’d with velvet moss, 

And closely-creeping ivy, fawning round 
The mantled wall in green servility. 

High from the grove, 'o’ertopt, the palace wide 
Looks o’er the lawn, and proudly seems to lift, 

On weary pillars, to the meeting sky • • 
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Its high arch’d roof, with ev’iy art adorn’d 
The soft Italia or the high-soul’d sons 
Of strong Britannia boast ; tho’ still, perhaps. 
Within is pallid guilt and foul disease. 

Heart shrivell’d Av’rice, Sorrow’s woe-worn form. 
And Death’s hard-outlin’d shadpw, spectre dread. 
Call’d in by mispent Wealth, or Dissipation mad. 

i 

Yet loftier far, behind the massy pile. 

Than human architect, can raise, high heav’d 
By nature’s all creative hand, sublime 
Stands the huge mountain, with eternal green 
Mantled profuse — while to its spotted side. 

The wool-white sheep add sweet variety ; 

As pleasing to the distant view they s£!ein 
With spangles fair to deck its grassy robe. 

Last, o’er the dim horizon, stretching wide. 
Bends the blue bow of heav’n, which He, Avho built 
This rolling earth, o’er its huge surface threw, 

A vaulting dome ; with azure glowing deep 

Painted the dazzling hollow; and, where shade 

* 

Was oft required, threw, o’er the glorious whole. 
The shadowing clouds, with pencil he that shone 
The star of Italy, expressive Raphael, 

The. strict Corregio, Titian’s glowing hand, 

Fus’li’s gigantic fancy, or the fire • 

Of Britain’s fav’rite W est, could ne’er essay 
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Faintly to imitate. — Man, to the day 
Quick rises, shaking from his nervous limbs 
The Nessian cloak of sloth, unfit to drink; 

In its absorbing texture, the full tide 
Of liqtiid health, that glows thro’ all his veins. 
Warms his bold heart, and revels in his cheek. 

The rustic farmer hastens o’er his fields; 

0 

And, with directing hand, the rural lord 
Rules his attentive Itlb’rers ; guides them now 
To pluck the intruding tare, or scatt’ring throw 
Into the well-plough’d furrows of the earth 
The lib’ral grain; and now with smiling face. 
When harvest comes to crop the fruitful year. 

Bids them prepare the sickle sounding harsh 
Thro’ the diminish’d fields; or gradual build 
The equal hay-rick; till the cone-1 opt pile. 

Erected neat, gives quiet, ease, and peace 
To joying labour. In the plain beyond, 

i 

The humble shepherd, kneeling by the brook. 

Dips his hard breakfast in the soft’ning stream. 

Nor heeds the rough clad goat, with rolling eye. 
Viewing each wisli’d-for mouthful, while he shares, 
Gen’rous, with faithful Tray his scanty crust. 

Or stretch’d in sunshine warm, his shading hand 
Plac’d o’er his half-shut eyes, he. view's askance 
The subject flock, some frisking o’er tire field 
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In harmless sport ; some in the welcome beam 
Basking, devoid of care ; while others, prest 
With craving hunger, bend their woolly necks 
To the green earth, and crop the verdant grass: 
Careless he whistles loud, nor wishes to be great 

On scenes like these, where Harmony and Peace 
Walk hand in hand, for ever could I dwell, 

From chrystal morning to the jet-rob’d night. 

These are the themes that lift the grateful soul 

To Hcav’n and love ; love, that exalts the mind 

To mix its thoughts with God ; Him, whom the sun 

Shines to obey, whose unseen glories time 

Flies to make known ; with whom all place is presence. 

And space immeasurable, fulness: great. 

And largely good, and infinite is Hr. 


LIKES TO THE WHITE ROSE OF AMERICA.* 

Pofrov u> ^Ipi^oy avdo? 

PoJov eapoc fxi’Knf^ct , 

Pota xc u Own rspTTva, 

Anach. Carmen V 


Faik daughter of the mom, whose. snowy top 
Bends, gently waving, to the passing breath 

* Remarkable for having a very odorous scent, when Uie white rose of 
England has none at all. 
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Of frolic zephyrs, when along the grove 
They chant their airy songs to welcome spring, 

In seeming adoration; well I ween, 

Belov’d art thou by them, pleas’d when they see 
Thy humble form breathe incense on their way. 

To add new fntgrance to the perfum’d air. 

And well I love thee too, when thy fair head 
Peeps thro’ my cottage windoyv, as to greet 
Mine early rise with cheering smiles before 
Thy ruby sisters ; who, at my approach, 

To hail the morn seem deeper yet each hour 
To blush, that never with their snowy queen 
They render’d duteous homage to their lord. 

Not the bright sun-tlowr’s top of burnish’d gold. 
The yellow jonquil, vary-colour’d pink. 

The. purple passion-flow’ r*, belov’d of Christians, 
Wet with the dewy tear of dying Sol, 

The lily dress’d witli innocence and grace. 

The wild-born daisy, and the violet blue. 

Or the fair primrose that at Spring’s advance 
Seems to grow pale, when from her “green lap thrown” 
So many glitt’ring rivals rise around; 

* A remarkable and beautiful flower, at the bottom of whose cup is a 
perfect cioss, from whence it derives its name ; this cup always drinks 
in a dew drop at evening, which is found the next morning at the bottom 
of its hollow, when it opens its leaves, which are shut during the night# 
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Not the sweet twining woodbine, hcart's-ease rich. 
Purpled with gold-dropt velvet, or the fair 
But humble snow-drop, beaming thro* the mist. 

Like the big tear for lov’d Adonis slain. 

Thro’ the fring’d eye-lids of the Queen of Love, 
Catch my admiring eye like thy pure flow’r. 
Emblem of infant innocence, sweet rose ! 

4 

Yet wilt thou die: pluck’d ofi'by time’s rude hand 
From thy green bed, thy lily leaf must fall ; 

Yet shall no gorgeous, pageant burial hide. 

With its dark shade, thy drooping wliite that shews 
No faults that need concealment; nor shall pomp , 
Unmeaning usher thee to earth; one sigh 
Alone, fair simple flow’r, shall breathe for thee; 

And, stooping o’er thy wither’d form. I’ll press 
My bosom with my hand, and mournful say, 

“ Spotless be thou, my heart : like this sweet rose 
“ May death o’ertake thee, innocent and pure ; 

“ And, weeping for his loss, one only friend 
“ For ever faithful, drop the silent tear 
“ O’er the sad stone that hides mortality', 

“ And tells this sacred truth “ The son of man. 
Like the low short-liv’d flow’ret of the field, 

“ Rises to light and life; then fades, and dies! 

*‘ Great Arbiter of fate thy will he done !" 
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CHRIST’S HOSPITAL. 

Ye moss clad turrets*, whose unshaken brows. 

In antique pride, o’erhang the cheerful scone 
Of Windsor’s floVry plains, where father Thame, 
With many a silver winding, loves to deck 
The gay expanse that round hifi reedy bed 
Luxuriant smiles, whetj Summer, glowing maid. 
Throws o’er the verdant earth her rollings green; 
Ye groves of fair Oxonia, chequer’d bright 
With Isis’ mazy stream, where science lays 
Her varied stores, and emulation high 
Points to the bright’ning prospects, fair disclos’d. 
Of wealth’s full horn, and houotir’s gorgeous robe ; 
Ye marshy dells, where sedgy Camus, crown’d 
With the sad willow’s melancholy shade. 

Directs his dim-discover’d wave, or now. 

Bursting in sik*er beauty from beneath 
His leafy covert, views with sacred awe 
The holy tow’rst arise, that long have bow’d 
In rev’rend beauty o’er the wa’try glade ; 

A long farewel I give you : other lays. 

That tell not of - ^our praise, yet better far 
To tune niy humble pipe, since mem’ry fond, 

* Eton college. 


t University of Cambridge, 
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And duteous gratitude, command the song. 

Well pleas’d I chant; such lays as Thyrsis oft. 

And rustic Corydon, with airy reed 
Told to the list’ning cottagers, that round 
The spreading beech, or storm-defying oak. 

Hung on the pleasing numbers, wond’ring whence 
Their hands ungentle could so dhflly bring 
The floating sounds ; for Collins, bard sublime, 
Ilybla'an Pope, or Dry dun's stately verse. 

They, simple sons of nature, never heard 
Among their native woodlands: poet sweet. 

And eke immortal, cull'd they him, who erst - 
Was higlit the gentle Gay, trim sonnetteer! 

Ne’er other like, him had they seen, nor thought 
One, who could sing so merrily, to view 
In after-times. — Farcwel, ye moss-clad towr’s. 

Ye shady groves, ye dells begirt with sedge ! 

The cloister solemn, and its pensive shades. 
Command my humble song ; shades, than whose gloom* 
No light have I lov’d better, and to tread 
Whose solemn walks my gayest hours I’d give. 

Blest, honour’d guardian of my youthful days. 
Sweet spot of innocence and joy, thy seats 
Absence still happier pictures to my mind. 

And, like a painter skill’d, Raphael divine,. 

Correct ey’d Vinci, Angelo sublime. 

Or Britain’s* boasted West, each pleasing form 
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Her pencil raises, tints with brighter colours, 

And throws each dark and gloomy thought, behind 
Into concealing shade. Delighted once. 

As oft myself would mix within the nar, 

I view’d*thy happy youth, with eager lips. 

Quaff from its foyut the pure Pierian spring, 

Which he* (who fair Apollo, wisely kind, 

Gave to unlock , and from the ((pep recess 
Pour forth the magic stream) with lib’rnl baud 
Shed round the busy throng, that each, as will 
Or emulation urg’d, or burning shame 
For deeds before inglorious, might receive 
The store, divided, as it flow’d along. 

Theirs was the classic wealth, and rich it was. 

Of long antiquity, that to the world 
Many a dying age had wise bequeath’d. 

Witness, ye shady seats, where w ond’rous Thame 
Shakes from his rcv’rend form the manly heard 
And nerve-strung arm, and leg of stately walk. 

And gliding soft along, with /lowing air. 

And eyes of tender light, soft swelling breast. 

And waxen arm, and thigh of taper grace. 

Calls himself Isis, Naiad of the wave; 

And, ye, where lagging Cam draws weary on 
His sluggish strehm, in reedy liv’ry dress’d: 

* liev. A. W. T, A. M, prefeut upper granminr-master of. Christ's 
hospital* 
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For oft lias learning, at her hallow’d shrine. 

Beneath your venerable roofs bestow’d 
The victor laurel on the youthful heads 
That once adorn’d the sacred cloister’d walks. 

That saw my early days pass quiet on, 

Bless’d with pure innocence and meekest peace. < 

Nor would the Muse, pleas’d with its mild retreats. 

Scorn in thy school to prune her drooping wing: 

For she, long time, has lov’d the vaulted arch. 

The gothic window, and the ruin’d pile 
Antique ; there, favour’d, has lier quiet haunt 
Stood nndisturb’d, save by the youthful hards 
That with such praise maintain the Grecian name 
And eke Gneculiau*, when in humble guise. 

They ask a song; nor has she e’er refus’d 
To grant the small request: for what, indeed. 

Could she not sing, beneath whose skilful hand 
Bold Dyer and tlu: plaintive Coleridge grew. 

Children of poesy? — Nay, oft she strikes 
To higher notes her varying lyre, until 
She sinks, tho’ glorious. So the setting sun. 

When evening calls him to her western couch. 

Drops in his purpl’d bed of waves, yet dress’d 
More rich and glowing than when first he rears 
His “ unshorn head” from op’ning streams of light. 

* The three senior scholars of the giummar-school are called Grecians, 
and the class nevt to them. Deputy Grecians. 
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Britannia, hail! Great in its power and strength. 
Its naval bulwarks, that so proudly stand 
The many iron tempests pour’d around 
By the tierce Gaul, stern with his liberty: 

Thy favour’d isle shall flourish in the page 
Of never-dying fame, while earth looks gay 
With garment green, or hoary ocean heaves 
The bellying' waters of the main. Nor least 
Of all tliy sons tlmt brave tin* stormy sea, 

A well-fought field, lliou in duty owe 
Thanks to the noble youth, the sons of courage. 

Of this fam’d school, who early learnt to glow. 

With patriot zeal, to see Britannia’s hand 
Planting on distant shores her (lag, unfurl’d 
To the fresh gale of brisk prosperity. 

Or wreathing for herself a brighter crown 
Than has been worn long time, the easy cap 
Of ancient freedom, that, which early Go i ce, 
Imperial Rome, and Gallia’s strech’d out arm. 

Have try’d to grasp, flic richest prize on earth! 

Saw thou not, Neptune, v\liui thy watr’y reign 
Echo’d with British thunder, and the lire 
Of gaping' cannon llani’d along the shore 
Of frighted Nile, when Nelson, tearful name. 

Bore on the wings of victory and death 
Old Alhion’s purple standard ; saw thou not. 

Where eager Troubridge, curs’d relentless -fate 
That from *the glorious path of sought renown 
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Push’d him aside! O, saw thou not the five 
Flash from his ardent eyes, when fierce he knew 
For him the thunder of the battle hot 
Roar’d not in proud sublimity ; nor death 
Hung on the purpl’d splendor of the sword ? 

Turn from thy roaring empire, and thine eye 
Fix on Augusta’s spiry seats: ’twas there. 

In cloisters* dreary, and the winding aisle • 

He cherish’d dauntless brav’ry; there his heart. 
Manly in youth, survey’d with eager soul 
The glorious prospects of immortal fame. 

When daring conflict should usurp the main, 
AndHeav’nand Troubridge win the wat’ry field ! 

Nor yet,, fair child of Industry, sweet Commerce, 
Forget to think how many of the sons 
Of these belov’d and unreproved seats 
Here first, Iho’ far from all thy busy scenes. 

Have vow’d to live for thee, and to forsake 
Their native home, to seek thy lively form 
In distant climates; southward, whore the sun 
With scorching beam direct, the sultry air 
Strikes thro’, till, darting on the scorch’d domain. 

It leaves the wither’d herb and drooping flow’r 
Not one sad dew-drop for a tear to mourn 
Its dying beauty, once so gaily green : 


• Christ's Hospital; where the liero of the Culloden was bred. 
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Or, higher northward, where with garment white 
Of everlasting frost cold Nature clads 
Her bidden form, and melancholy Mom 
Views in a thousand icicles of glass 
(That fancy, ever gay, delights to hang. 

In many an uncouth form, upon the cot 
Of the rude Russian or Carinthian boor) 

Her sadden’d face ; and soon, as t ir’d to see 
Her mournful looks, sinks dotfn again to rest. 

And gives the gloomy, hours to night and darkness. 

Such arc thy youth, sweet spot! Thy children such 
That tread thy walks, now silent, when the hour 
Demands the tribute of attention, due 
To all the rare-felt intellectual sweets 
Of various learning; now again, when Sport 
With hasty hand unlocks the yielding door, 
Clam’rous with shouts of joy, and playful innocence! 

Let Italy’s soft sons their science boast. 

Soul charming music, or the buskin’d muse, 
Uncquall’d pencil, raising life and thought. 

And animated Sculpture ; Love itself, . 

That seems to breathe, tho’ with a marble breast 
Silent and cold*a.s Death: yet still, perhaps. 

When Italy -shall be no more, now tom 
From Superstition’s sway to Gallia *hand, • . 
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Which with the scythe of W ar has mow’d to earth 
Nations and states at once, a bloody harvest; 

Like the strong pois’uous wind that boisterous sweeps 
O’er the lorn sands of Araby, and brings 
Death, clad in his most hideous shape, his front 
O’erspread with whirlwinds black, who inurd’rous spare 
Nor the fierce beast, nor man’s diviner form : 

Yes; when that Italy shall be no more. 

Thy fame, sweet mansion, still shall flourish wide 
Like the strong oak, whose vassal trees fall round. 

Torn up by warding elements; still see 
Whole realms fall oil*, and ( injures die away ; 

And yet shall live to see thy noble sons 
Increase in honour when alive, and fame 
Still nobler aftei life. So the sweet rose, 

Od’roas in death, breathes fragrance to the ail, 

Aud wafts its incense on the wings of Faw 

Farewell, ye happy seats of peace and joy. 

Where ruddy health glows on each blooming cheek. 
And innocence looks modest in each eye! 

Farewell And may tin. dews of Heaven distil 
Their richest drops upon thy honour’d roofs; 

To whose gay tops once more my straining eyes 
Seem as compell’d to turn to bid the youth. 

Who with the soothing voice of friendship cheer’d 
The morning of ipy life, adieu! Yet short, 
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Swift Time, be all our absence ! Quick again 
I turn,my doubtful footsteps, and this pray’r. 

Fervent, I breathe to Heav’n “ All powerful God, 

** O Give those walks for ever to be trod 
“ By thdse who love thy name; nor throw between 
“ The cup of pleasure and the eager lips 
“ Of the gay youths that learnt with me to bow 
“ Before thy throne, as yet unsacn, one ill 
“ To taint with bitterness the pleasing draught 
“ That peace holds out ; and hallow'd be thy Name 1” 


EEMEMBEBliD FRIENDSHIP. 


O how delightful was it once to sit 
And talk away the hours, my friend belov’d. 
Beneath the lanjp’s dull flame, that palely shed 
Its feeble light along the cloister’d walks. 
Where oft we'd Iambic! o’er our youthful heads 
The gloomy arch, that favour’d converse sweet * 
Of whisper'd vows of friendship, heav’d on high 
Its massy vault, along whose time-worn roof 
Soft murmurs ran of breathing constancy. 
While on my shoulder hung thy easy hand 
Beyond thy bqsom, not a single thought 
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That flutter’d from my breast, unheeding tray d 

Fix’d, and for ever, was my soul in thee ! 

And wrapt in meditation as I sat. 

My beating heart seem’d as it would rise up. 

Burst the thin crystal curtain of the tear 

That, quiver’d on mine eye-lid, aw\, with bound 

Of warm affection, rush to mix with thine! 

O sweet, romantic lyx’ry! Thee the sons • 

Of sordid Av’riee, barring out with gold. 

From their heart’s avenue, tile wand’ring steps 

Of pilgrim Friendship ; thee, the giddy throng. 

That heedless plunge into the cloying sweets 

Of rich festivity, or wanton bask 

In the hot sunshine of unnerving pleasure. 

Have never known ; or had they tasted once 

Thy cup ncctarcan, Av’riee had unlock’d 

His very hoard, and pour’d it in the breast 

Of that affection which would more re pa} 

II is lib’ral hand ; and the loud crash cabal 

« 

Of festive Riot, or those fearful joys 
Whose very taste is death, had left with tears 
Of rapture anil repentance, sweetly mixt. 

The rich repast and the soft wanton bed. 

To clasp fair Friendship to their beating breasts. 
And tell her, while each bosom’s ardent pant 
Seem’d lab’ring to give passage to tlie soul. 

How pure, blit how unspeakable, their bliss? 
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0 when at cv’ning oft along the walks 
Wherp twilight cast his shadow broad and cool, 

We joy’d to rove, while o’er each other’s neck 
We threw our careless arm, how sweet the mom 
Pour’d on the earth her pale but mellow light, 
Chequer’d with dancing shades, that, from the leaves 
Of the o’er-waving tree, fell on her beam. 

If chance the mournful mildly-breathing ilute 

9 

Stole on the list’ning air, like the low voice 
Of fair Endymion, whi n, on the mount 
Of grassy Ida, with the song of love 
lie welcomes early Dian from the sky; 

• The soothing sounds seem’d soft, as gently soft. 

As the attuning of our souls, and then 
We stood wrapt up in them, our eager eyes 
Fix’d on the vacant air, as tho’ to seek 
Whence rose the sweet, the pleasing melody. 

Or if the viol, with its full brisk note, 

Tripp’d gaily on the whisper-sighing breeze, 

i 

It seem’d as tho’ the Dryads of the wood 
Had call’d the crescent Goddess to the chase 
With merry hunting song; or smiling Pan 
Had gather'd round him, in his rural bow’r, 

With reedy pipe, the laughter-loving fawns, 

The rough-cloth’d sylvans, and the wood-nymphs wild 
That haunt the shady grove, or rudely sport 
In the erabow’ring forest, leaping round • . 
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The waving trees in many an uncouth dance. 

O then our hearts went tripping with the sound ; 
And had light Ariel, spirit of the sky. 

Haply been there, it seem’d as tho’ our souls 
Had on his silken wings pierc’d the thin air, • 
Crept with him in the cowslip’s yellow bell. 

Or hung beneath the blossom on the bough. 

To find the sweet exhilarating strains. • 

And now, when Ev’ning tb the ebon Night 
(Ebon, or haply, if along the sky 
The bright’ning moon with broad effulgent ray 
Gleams thro’ the hov’ring shade that, o’er the earth 
Hangs dew distilling, fairer and serene) 

Gives up her peaceful reign, in the smooth bed 
Of grateful rest we drop! our wearied limbs. 

Y et for a while, before the gentle sweets 
Of sleep had clos’d our eyes, how oft we lay 
Admiring, thro’ the casement open’d wide. 

The spangled glories of the sky, whose face. 

Like the broad tail of Juno’s stately bird. 

Purpled .with eyes, spread glorious to our view. 
While from behind the silver-bosom’d clouds. 
Scatter’d around like swelling flakes of snow. 

At intervals fair Luna bursting forth. 

Pour’d splendour round : so from the lawless heel 
Of wanton Paris, when the laughing Mon,* 
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Melted in streaming radiance from the sky, 

Rose matchless Helen, beaming blushing grace 
And love resistless on the rising day: 

So Cytherea from the frothy wave 
Rose in luxuriant beauty, when the hours 
..Beheld her birth, and Zephyr’s gentle gale 
"With the rich perfume of the breathing Spring, 

Wafted the'beaiiteous Goddess to the shore 

> 

Of her lov’d Cyprus, while the circling nymphs 
That rule the waters of the hoary deep. 

Press’d, on the billowy bosom of the sea, 

Around her floating chariot, and with shouts 
Of gladdening triumph bade old Triton swell 
His echoing chonc, and wake all nature round. 

’Twas then we rais’d our sacred thoughts to heav’ 
Blessing his holy works, and calling down 
The dew of bliss upon each other’s head ; 

While o’er our eyelids Sleep, with hand unseen. 
Slowly drew on his “ gradual dusky veil,” 

And round our pillotv threw a thousand sweets 
That, tempt soft, slumber, or with odour mild 
Soothe hard Fatigue ; our waking souls, meantime. 
Dreamt of our cloistered w r alks, and many a talc 
Told underneath the gothic arch antique, 

* In humming whisper, or the chearlul laugh 
Sent hack by Echo from the distant, aisle*. 
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Friendship would never leave us; from the hour 
Silent and solemn, when the setting sun 
Robes in rich purple all the western sky. 

To the gay smiling reign of dewy Morn, 
Beaming witli orient brightness, and again 
From lively morn to that still fresh’ping hour. 
When Eve’s light breezes fan the tepid air. 

And Sol onee more sinks in his glowing beck 
Congenial souls, soft harmony, rich peace. 

And pleasure, mix! with innocence and east'. 
Were all our own ; they rul’d the fleeting hour. 
Beam’d in each eye, and in each bosom thrill’d. 


RETIREMENT, 

OR THE GOLDEN MEAN. 


F ft modus in rebus, sunt ccrti deniq. fines ; 

l 

Quos ultra, citraq* nequit consistere rectum* 

Iloit Sat- 1, 

Auream quisquis mcdiocritatem 
DUigitj tutus caret obsoleti 
Sordibus tecti \ caret invidenda 

Sobriuh aula. Hon. Od.X. Lib. 


E. Ki ritEMENT/ soother of the w r o-worn breast. 
By all the good aud all the great caress'd ; 
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Thy shady groves, thy fields of lively green. 

Win re Contemplation bends her brow serene; 

Thy rippling streams that silver o’er the plain. 

Tin* mild, the peaceful pleasures of thy reign. 
Invite the song, be present at my lay. 

And let me chant along thy velvet way. 

IIo\y blest the mortal far from gorgeous care. 
The tort’ring badge that. Vice and Envy wear ; 

Far from the rank that elevates mankind. 

To shew their eyes the good they left, behind : 

As from the Alps the trav’ler tott’ring slow. 

Bends o’er his native fields that smile below; 

And, while the storm oft pauses o’er the plain. 
Asks back his cottage and his crook in vain ! 

He cares not w here Ambition’s maniacs rave. 

No royal flatt’rer, and no titled slave ; 

But spurns behind him, as to light, he springs. 

The pomp of Courtiers, and the pride of Kings, 

Nor sinks his manly soul to ruder joys. 

That love the vulgar, vanity and noise. 

Pleasures like these, that bubble and are dead*. 

Fly from his peaceful walks and placid head ; 
That noble breast where sense and honour reign. 
Disgrace and Folly toil to blot in vain. 

Thus the soft breeze, like some forgotten dream. 
Sighs o’er the oil that smooths the ruffled stream ; 
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Yet flits unheeded o’er the wat’ry glass. 

Nor breathes impression on its crystal face. 

This is the man, this, this Creation’s Lord, 

Whom all must envy, yet whom all applaud ! 

This is the Man, <c who,” crouds admiring cry, 

“ Has learnt to live, and trembles not to die ! 

“ Who wisely stee r’d where no loud tempests roar, 

“ No rocks tremendous threaten from the shore ; 

“ But kept life’s middle stream, whose waters past, 

“ Death frowns no more, and lieav’n is man’s at last !” 

Ye purpled wretches, crown’d with vice and shame* 
W retches, whose all is vanity and name ; 

Ye scept’red Neros, pageants of an hour. 

Whose god is Mammon, and whose idol Pow’r ; 

Say, can your bosoms smooth Contentment know. 
With peace he gentle, or with Virtue glow? 

Can hot Intemp’ ranee cool your boiling veins. 

And yield to Virtue Reason's trampled reins? 

Can shrivell’d Av’riee smooth the brow of Care, 

Or pois’nous Envy antidote Despair ? 

Can mad Ambition, pow’rs unfetter’d lust. 

Bid you be still, and tell you, ye are dust ? 

Go! search your treasures, mark the envious glance. 
The hectic glow of Riot’s rovelfd dance ; 

Exalt your heaejs, where high Ambition shrouds 
ITis arm in thunders, and his eye in clouds; 
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’And is it there Peace hides her hermit head. 

Woes are m> more, and human wishes dead ? 

Say, Wilmot,* first at Pleasure’s painted goal; 

Say, royal Richmond,! with thy shrivel I’d soul ; 

Tell, stern Eliza;}; thou, whose vengeance dread 
Fell envy pour’d on sad Maria’s head; 

'Fell, high-bvow’d Wolsey, son of splendid Care, 

Thou castle, Ifhilt. of vanity and air 

Say, sleeps Repose where Conscience finds no rest ? 

V • 

Does bliss enrapture in the jguilty breast ? 

While kings and nobles share the thorns of Woe, 
Some* still are scatter’d on the crouds below. 

See thro’ the mob, where Vice triumphant rules. 
And vacant Igu’rance stares among her fools ; 

See Discontent her inuU’ring lips conceal! 

And loud Contention threat the public weal! 

See Filth, disgusting, wallow in her min*. 

And Noise and Riot,light eternal fire ! 

And, ah! let Pity turn her dewy eyes. 

Where gasping Penury unfriended lies; 

Where wild-eyed Hunger bows her fainting head, . 
And sickness swoons upon her tatter’d bed! 

There no mild hand.uprears the drooping form. 

No meek Benevolence* averts the storm ! 


* Wilmot, Earl of Rochester. 
J Queen Elizabeth. 


f Heryry VII. 
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Soft pillow’d Ease, tliat slumbers off the day. 

And haughty Grandeur turn in scorn away ; • 

Till he, whom Fortune never call’d her own. 

Sinks in the silent grave, unpitied and unknown 

O let mo drop from scenes so*fa 11 of care. 

Rank’s gilded wrinkles, and the Pauper’s tear: 

0 let me drop. Retirement , to thy shades/ 

Thy bubbling runnels, and thy silent glades; 

Tliy fields, when* Cheerfulness disports the day; 

Thy groves, where pensive silence loves to stray ; 
Thy level lawns, each pasture and each plain.. 

And all the beauties of thy woodland reign! 

With these, sufficiency, content, and health, 

1 scorn alike nobility and wealth; 

Pomp and parade, like* vengeful furies, fly. 

And up no heights ambitious lift mine eye. 

Religion only, as it only shou’d. 

Will make me noble, when it makes me good; 

Rich in her smiles, I glory to be man. 

And- life’s no more a shadow and a span. 

IIow sweet, to rise, when Morn’s refulgent hand 
Waves o’er the bright’ning sky her magic wand ; 
How sweet to rise, with manly Temp’rance strong, 
A ml hear thcTark begin his quaver’d, song ; 
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To view Creation smiling as she glows. 

And see fresh Nature waken from repose ! 

Boast ye, ye sons of Opulence and Pow’r, 

Boast ye, ’midst all your treasures, such an hour? 
Can pallid Sloth desert her downy rest. 

Or panting Asthma lift, th’ umveilcly breast ? 

Does nightly Revel spring to hail the sky, 

Or Riot wake with Animation’s eye ? 

And ah ! when Ev’nings " gradual dusky veil’* 
Bouj’s its dark texture on, the soften’d gale. 

How lov’d yon arbour, where the honied flow’rs 
Bloom on the air, and scent the floating hours ! 
There, when bright Titan sinks behind the hill, 
And his last colours paint the village rill ; 

How joys the eye, attentive to (lie skies. 

To step down slowly, as he slow ly dies; 

While streams of splendour roll along the west. 
And mark the limits of his purple rest! 

So sinks the man, whose' conscience Heav’n approve 
Whom Angels venerate, and Virtue loves. 
Lamenting Honour weeps upon his hearse, 

And carves in gold the monumental verse ; 

While Glory beams o’er Death’s retiring gloom, 
And, with unfading splendour, crowus his tomb! 

Thus pass his days, delightful and serene ; 

• Tims lives thu man, who gains the Golden Mean. 
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He shuns alike ambitions storms of strife. 

And flies the noisy walks of vulgar life; 

And, as Creation boasts her greenest, birth, ' 
Where the mild zone enclasps the smiling earth : 
Far from the North and all its winters drear, 

i 

And where no southern summers scorch the year; 
Thus joys his soul, thus smiles u|A>ii the day. 
Where life’s soft medium gilds bis flow’ry way ; 
Where Pleasure, pure as Heav’n itself that sent. 
And Solitude sit dimpled with content; 

Where Peace is pomp. Humility a kine. 

And Nature boasts one unrevolving spring. 



TRANSLATIONS. 
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• ANACREON. OI>. XIX. 

— ftca 

The tippling eartli, drinks up the dew. 
The trees, O tippling earth, drink you; 
Neptune drinks air at ev’ry motion. 

And Sol drinks Neptune like a potion ; 

Till madam Luna, for a light. 

Drinks up old Sol himself at night ! 

WI13- then d’ye hinder me from drinking. 
When Ileav’n itself ’s my way of thinking ? 


OKICINAI.. on. XIX. 


II yr t fJLhXetWC l TTtVgf, 

IT/; if 3* Siv3jp£ auri;V, 

IT t VE 1 Qa.\aa-cra> £ y nv£ct ~ 9 
O S'* H Xfoff Ba.’Xao-irctVy 
Tov SeX^vij. 

T/ fJLOi fAaxjicrB' 9 BTaifGti* 

K'av'rS} OiXov'rt sr/vSsv- 
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TRANSLATION 

OF THE FIRST ODE OF ANACREON. 

■ ■ H Waaw n 

Fain would I wake to life a nobler ‘string. 
And Cadmus bold, and each Atrides sing ; 
But as my fingers sweep the sounding lyre. 
The Loves alone the alter’d chords inspire ! 

1 chang’d the si ubborn harp ; and to rehearse 
Alcides’ toils, essay’d (lie F.pie verse: 

Still, as my fingers sweep the sounding lyre. 
The laughing Loves the alter’d chords inspire 

Ah then adieu, ye heroes ! to our song. 

No themes so lofty, and so loud belong; 

For, as my fingers sweep the warbling lyre. 
The Loves alone the tender chords inspire ! 


OKICINAL. 


y.VpOLVm 

tos'Ka ij TifyStV c, 

tyi’Kev K'tX'A ov e%o£iV 
A Qa p&tlvc ut pfQfScLis 
4- jtpft)Tet /4oyev 
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"HftEiiJsg, yeupa wpwijv ] 
Kai rnv X^tjv awArttV 
Kayv fjteyifov aQxou; 
HpctkXMs, kvptj $£ 
"BptoTae aVTttytoVEi 
Xaipoirg Xotirov bfjuv 9 
^ Hptott;, b Xupjj yip 
tom; epura; a hi. 


VKANSLATIOV OF HOUACh’s ODE, 


" SFJ'TIMI CADFS," kr. I.ib, it. Oti. v.. 


«**MOI»* 


TO SEPTIMJUS. 


An lov’d companion of my future way. 

To Cadiz rich, or Biscay’s free-born shore, 
Or the dread Syrtes, where with turbid play. 
The waters wild in boiling volumes roar; 

0 may fair Tivoli, whose peaceful breast 
Blest Argos lov’d, the labour of its years. 
Give to my silver age its promis’d rest, 

Soothe all its toils, and wipe aw r ay it;> tears ! 
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If fate, unjust, my eager steps withold. 

Quick let me turn where, thro’ the flow’ry plain, 
Galesus, lov’d by all the wool-clad fold. 

Guides his mild wave; Phalantus’ rural reign ! 

To me far lovelier than each circling shore. 

That smiling spot salutes my ravish’d eyes! 

There sweet Hymettus brings her honied store, 

* 

And rich Venafrum sees her olive rise ! 

There verdant Spring sits smiling on the year, 

And soften’d Winter smooths his icy frown; 

Nor envies Aulon, with his vineyards fair. 

The purple groves that, gay Falernum crown! 

Those happy holds, these happy hills, once more 
Call us away, and catch the raptur’d eye! 

Here on your poet’s ashes shall you pour 

Friendship's warm tear, and Pity’s plaintive sigh! 



TRANSLATIONS. 


ORIGINAL. 


AD SEPTIMIfM, 

» 

Septimi Gades acliture mecura, et 
Cantabrum indoctum juga fciTc nostra, ct 
Barbaras Syrtes, ubi Maura semper 

•• -Estuat unda; 

Tibur Argco positum colono 
£it mta 1 sedes utinam senecta 3 ; 

Sit modus lasso maris, et viarutn, 

Militife que ; 

Unde si Parra 3 prohibent iniqua:, 

Du Ire pellitis ovibus Galrsi 
Flumen, < t regnata peta.ni Laroni 

Rura Phalanto, 

Tilt' lerrarum milii praetor oiunos 
Angulus ridot;’ ubi non Hymrtto 
Mella decedent, viridique certat 

Bacca Venafro. 

Ver ubi longum, tepidasque predict 
Jupitfer.brumas, et amicus Aulon 
Fertilis Baccho minimum Falernis ^ 

Invidet uvis. • 
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« 

Ille te mecum locus, et beatie 
Postulant Arces : ibi tu ealentera 
Debita sparges lacryma favillam 

Vatis amici. 


PARAPHRASE 

OF 

Horace’s ore, “integer vitjr," &c. 


t„ e man, my friend, that in bis breast 
With ev’ry purer virtue’s blest. 

Safe in his own approving heart. 

Needs not the Moor’s protecting dart. 
Or seeks to bend against, the foe 
With nervous arm the pliant bow. 

Nor o’er his neck throws, proudly great. 
The quiver big with pois’nous fate. 

Whether on Afric’s desert coast. 
Mid burning sands his steps are lost; 

Or tv here Caucasian rocks on high 
Lift their proud summits to the sky. 


* Prize Translation in the Monthly Precepioi. 



TRANSLATIONS. 


Heap’d with inhospitable snow 
Pale gleaming o’er the plains below, 

Or where the streams romantic glide 
Of soft Hydaspe’s silver tide. 

• 

For, as alonjj the Sabine grove 
1 sung the beauties of my love, 

And, frev from care, too distant stray’d 
Within its dark embow’ring shade : 

The prow ling wolf, with blood-shot eye 
Unarm’d, beheld me wand’ ring nigh; 
And, whily 1 shook in silent dread, 
.With howls the rav’ning monster tied ! 

Such, the grim terror of the wood. 
Ne’er learnt to lap the trav’ller’s blood. 
Or from the panting victim tore 
Tbc cjuiv’ring limbs with stifled roar, 
Where Daunia’s spreading oaks arise 
In rugged grandeur to the skies ; 

Or where the Moorish lion stalks 
With monarch pride his arid walks. 

0 lay me where Sol’s gayist child. 
Refulgent Summer, never smil’d ; 

Nor Zephyr’s mild refreshing breeze 
Farm'd the rich ioliage of the trees ; 
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« 

“Where ev’ry black portentous clout! 

And all the foggy vapours croud. 

When angry Jove in noxious air 
Extends his arm for vengeance bare; 

O lay me where Sol, driving t high. 

Flames wide along the sultry sky. 

No roof, beneath his parching ray, « 

* 

To soothe the pilgrim’s weary way ; 

Yet, yet will I, nor ask for Inore, 

My lovely Lai age adore ; 

Her, who each love-wing’ d hour beguiles. 
As soft she speaks, and sweet she smiles ! 


ORIGINAL. 


Integer Vita?, sccleris que purus 
Non egit Mauri jaculis nec arcu, 

Nec venenatis gravida sagittis, 

Phusce, pharetra : 

Sive per Syrtes iter aestuosas, 

Sive facturus per inhospitaloni 
Caucasum, vel qua? loca fabulosas 

Lambit Hy dashes. 
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Namque me sylva lupus in Sabina 
Dum meam canto Lalagen, et ultra 
'JPerminum curis vagor expeditus 
Fugit, inermem. 

Quale portentum neque militaris 
Daunta in latis alit esculelis ; 

Nee Jub.ai tellus generat. leonum 
Arida nutrix. 

Pone me pigris ubi nulla campis 
Arbor vestiva. recreatur aura ; 

Quod lat us mundi nebulae mal usque 
J upiter urget : 

Pone sub curru nimium propinqui 
Solis in terra domibus negata ; 

Dulce ride ntem Lalagen amabo, 

Dulce loquentem. 




S O J¥ JV E T S. 


«<XODCXXOc 
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SONNETS. 


SONNET, 

TO SENSIBILITY. 

Sister of Love, thro’ yon deserted grove 
‘That warblest. sweet thy lorn, romantic tale. 

Or by the mould’ring abbey lov’st to rove. 

And ask the pity of the sighing gale : 

To thee, soft pow’r, the gently-throbbing breast. 
And am’rous glance, and love-lorn lay belong ; 

To thee, the vo\y to Love and her contest. 

Whose name so oft has grac’d her Henry’s song ! 

And O, let cv’ry fonder thought she knows, , 
With gayest hope on this blest bosom dwell. 

Where still with vestal fire alfection glows, 

Still boasts her truest, tenderest tale to tell ! 

O let her bid the rapt’rous hour awake. 

When Timr shall envy bonds he cannot break ! 

ii a 



SONNETS. 


SONNET. 

ON THE SICKNESS OF ELIZA. 


Low on the bed of sickness, pale, and weak. 

Ah, Pity! see the soff Eliza lie. 

While still Consumption, o’er her mournful cheek. 
Trails his lank form, and suddens in her eye. 

So twining hideous thro’ the rose-bed fair. 

The long, lean lizard, drags his slimy way ; 

While on the bosom of the pitying air. 

It breathes the dying fragrance of decay. 

Those beauteous lips, where health impurpled bright. 
Those lips, where melody in nectar hung. 

Those lips, how fade they from the ravish’d sight. 

Pale the warm glow, and hush’d the warbling tongue 
Ah, when again shall wake their gentle song, 

That charm’d this ear, and thrill’d this heart so long! 
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THE NEGRO BOY. 

A BALLAD. 

Pauplrtas onus visa esl grave. 

Cold blows tin* wind, and while the tear 
Bursts trembling from nfy swollen eyes. 

The rain’s bit? drop, quick meets it there. 

And on my naked bosom flies! 

, O pity, all ye sons of Joy, 

The little wand ’ring Negro-boy! 

These tatter’d clothes, this ice-cold breast. 

By Winter harden’d into steel. 

These eyes, that know not soothing rest. 

But speak the half of what I feel! 

Long, long, I never new one joy. 

The .little wand’ ring Negro-boy! 

Cannot the sigh of early grief 
Move but one charitable mind ? 

Cannot one hand afford relief ? 

' One Christian pity, and be kind? 

Weep, weep, for thine wa$ never joy. 
, O little wand’ring Negro-boy! 
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Is there a good which men call Pleasure? 

O Ozniyn, would that it were thine! 

Give me this only precious treasure; 

How it would soften grief like mine! 

Then Ozniyn might, be call’d, with joy. 
The little waud’ring Negijo-boy! 

My limbs these twelve long ye ars have borna 

« 

The rage of ev’ry angry wind : 

Yet still does Ozmyn weep and mourn. 

Yet still no ease, no rest can find! 

Then Death, alas, must soon destroy 
The little wand* ring Negro-hoy ! 

No sorrow e’er disturbs the rest. 

That dwells within the lonely grave ; 

Thou best resource, ihe wo-wrung breast. 

E’er ask’d of Ileav’n, or Ileav’n e’er gave! 

Ah then, farewel, vain work!, with joy 
I die the happy Negro-boy! 
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SONG.— TO ELIZA. 


If to .mine eye, like thy fair cheek. 

The rose soft pleasure could impart ; 

Its flow’r with eagerness I’d seek. 

And .always wear it on my heart. 

For where thy image loves to rest, 

* 

Twould bloom w r ith still redoubled glow; 
The panting soil that warms my breast. 

No kinder gentler. Sun can know. 


SONNET. 


September 8, 1800. 

Say ,*oft Eliza, good as thou art fair. 

Lives one fond hope in Love’s distracted breast? 
Must still the thrilling horrors of Despair . 
Fade my wan cheek, and canker all riiy rest ? 

Alas! thy tongue, that faulters to conceal. 

Thy face averted, and thy tearful eye. 

Too soon the rending answer will reyeal, 

' That bids the fond and faithful Henry die! 
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To leave a world, where disappointment, sighs. 
And tears, and anguish, all were left for me. 

Is not the sentence that my bosom flies ; 

No, fair Eliza, ’tis a worse decree : 

From that sweet form to tear these streaming eyes. 
And live no more to love and liye for thee ! 


SONNET.— T.O EVE. 


— -®a»iQl©e 


September 10, 1800. 

^jp^UEEN of the balmy Peace, that soothes my breast. 
As oft I linger in thy dewy reign ; 

Whose gentle sighs lull Nature into rest. 

Whose sober shadows mellow o’er the plain. 

How sweet to wander thro’ the dusky vale. 

When Philpmela weeps her bleeding* woes ; 

When plaintive murmurings thro’ the grove prevail. 
And purling runnels bubble to repose ! 

Tis then the influence of thy placid wand 

Steals into solemn thought, mv pensive mind; 

I bow enraptur’d to thy soft’ning hand ; 

And oft on yon old moss-grown bank reclin’d. 

List to the -breeze that whispers thy command. 
While Fancy sighs each echo from behind! 
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SONNET. 


September 10 , 1800 . 


Sweet are the breezes that the lovely mom 
Scatters around the glories of her way; 

Sweet are the sober tints that eve adorn. 

And sweet the radiance of the noon-tide day. 


But ah ! how sweet is Love’s enraptur’d sigh ! 

How sweet the modest # blush that dyes hL$aHft£k! 
How sweet the glancing splendor of his eye. 

Splendors that warm, and splendors that can speak! 


Mild as the air that breathes the vernal show’r. 

Is the soft whisper of the vow of Love ; 

Soft as the shadows of the floating hour. 

Soft as the pearly dew that decks the grove ; 
And, lair Eliza, if that Love has pow’r. 

These heav nly pleasures shall our bosoms prove. 


T 41 E MAD GIKl/s SONG. 


September 11 , 1800 . 

The lily enamels the vale. 

And roses they purple above; 

But how can their glories prevail 

With a smile from the lips of my J*>ve ? 
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But my Love, he was false and unkind. 
When he bade me depart from the grove.* 
And I’ll go : for I have not a mind. 

That will laugh at the frow T ns of my Love. 


I’ll pick up the flow’rs that are dead. 

And deck all my bosom so gay. 

That Love shall cocne patting my head, 
Aad steal all their blossoms away. 
Bu™o ; he sha’nt rob me of these. 
Refusal his wishes shall prove; 

For he would not, my passions to please. 
Inspire the cold breast of my Love. 


I will visit the Cypress so sad. 

That hangs o’er the dark shadow’d grave ; 

And 1 know, tho’ they tell me I’m mad. 
That I’ll tear off its branches to wave. 

O, and then a sweet garland I’ll twine. 

And shew all my friends how- J wove ; 

And all, but the leaves shall be mine, 
tor I’ll give all the green to my Love. 

But my Love, I’m afraid, wont be press’d 
To take the poor gift, tho’ so smart : 

For lie scorv’d this fond fluttering breast. 
And all the warm w ealth of my heart. 
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Then I’ll keep it and twine in my hair * 
The green, and the boughs that I wove ; 
And when it shall fade away there. 

Sing dirges to it and my Love. 


S O N N E T. 


IN IMITATION *OF LOPEZ DE VEGA. 

— 

ell, if I must, I think I might begin. 

But your long Sonnets are so horrid hard ; 

Yet soft, I’ve got in a poetic pin ; 

Wond’rous! one stave’s dropp’d out this head of lard 

Well, I’ll be bang’d if 1 know what to say: 

Why how ! I’ve tumbled on another line ; 

¥ 

O admirandum ! Phoebus smiles to day; 

Another! Well, now, don’t ye think, I shine? 

Ah ! I shall feint ! Poor Pegasus wont drive l 
What! At the Tenth! Heav’ ns, how the Muses fag 
An’t I the comicaWest dog alive ? 

How now! Twelve bits to this poetic rag! 

Fire and amazement! keep it up! You’ll beat ’em; 
Add yp, my lads! There’s Fourteen, or I’ll eat ’em. 
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SONNETS. 


TO ZEPHYR. 




IMITATED ROM THE SPANISH. 


iV Member 17, 1800. 

3MTilt> Zephyr, oYr the verdant grove. 

That sport’st in April's dewy my, 

O hear the tender sighs of love. 

And wave thy wings and come away! 

If e’er his plaints have reach’d thine ear. 

If e'er liis tears have met thine eye. 

Go, tell Eliza, gentle A ir, 

I weep, I languish, and I die ! 

Eliza once my fondness knew, 

Eliza once that fondness blest ; 

Eliza frowns ; I fear to woo. 

And hide the pang that rends my breast. 

O go; and yon refulgent ball. 

And bounteous Heav’n thy care shall* pay. 

And melt the s^pow-drops as they fall. 

Where’er thou tuk’st thy evening play. 



SONNETS. 


And where thou wav’st thy airy wing, 
No chilling rains shall patter there ; 
No driving hail deform thy Spring ; 
Go, sigh my sorrows, gentle Air. 




TP^L S T O L. S, 


ccv:>:>coco®i 
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PASTORALS. 

IN IMITATION OF VJ1IGIL, AND POFE. 



In lair Oxonia first, with vernal flow’rs, 

I crowu the Miwc that cheers my peaceful hours; 
Mild Isis, echo to the rural son;?. 

That humbly skims thy silver stream along; 

Ye willows, quiv’ring o’er your waters play. 

And nod soft plaudits to the wliisp ring lay.' 

IMITATIONS. 

V. I. In fair Oxonia frstJ\ Pope opens bis Pastorals by 
First in these fields 1 try the sylvan strains.” 

K 



t*AS VUKALS* 


UU 


Offspring of him, belov’d of Hcav’n, wlio join’d 

The noblest wisdom with the purest mind. 

Attend the verse ; nor those, thy peers among. 

Who on thy patriot voice so oft have hung. 

Disdain these early numbers to receive. 

That in the suushine of thy smiles would live. 

* 1 

So round the gcn’rous oak the mazy vine* 

Loves, in gay wreaths, his infant leaves to twine ; 

Vet blushes, as it pave, admiring court. 

And purples grateful o’er its high support. 

hair Morn yet linger’d in the op’ning cast. 

And careless tints on distant, mountains cast ; 

When three young Shepherds, o’er the spreading lawn, 
Wilh early warblings hail’d the smiling dawn; 

Till, as the} pour’d their gather’d flocks along, 

Thus gentle Hylas stopp’d the flowing song: 

11 Y LAS. 

Lov’d Swains, the fav’rites of the rural Muse, 

See waking morn her purple rays diffuse ; 

Smooth Isis’ streams reflected splendor yield. 

And gay, green Spring, enrobes the circling field ; 

IMITATIONS. 

V. 21. Till as they pour’d] 

Pour’d o’er the whiL’niug vale> their fleecy care. 


P©VE. 
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Como then ; the Muses love the vernal year ; 

Let songs, alternate, swell the cooling air; 

While in yon waving Elm’s einbow’ring shade, 

In decent, shew the rural least he laid. 

Damon, begin ; your gentle reed inspire ; 

Then, Thyrsis, answer with Apollo’s fin*. 

BAM ON. 

What say you, Thyrsis? I, unskilful swain. 

Tune the mean pipe along the distant plain; 

* 

And stake this crook, with iv’ry bead, as fair 
As Delia’s neck, or Daphne’s flaxen hair. 

THY KS IS. 

And I this horn which first my grand-sire found. 
And thro’ the hollow pour’d the length’ning sound; 
A ring of gold enclasps the graceful curve. 

His bright reward whose songs the prize deserve. 

DAMON. 

Fair blooming youth, O leave Idalia’s grove. 

Thy h ■asts ambrosial, and thy Psyche’s Jove ; 

Glow Ihro’ the verse, and smooth the rustic lays 
That seek no theme, but thine eternal praise. 

IMITATIONS. 

V. 28 . Let songs alternate.] 

^Alterms dicetis. V irg. Eel. 3. v. 59 , 

V • 33. What say you , 'Thyrsis ?] 

Vis ergo, jnter nos, quid possit uterque, viiissini 
Experiamur ? Virg. Eel. 3. v. 28. 
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THY RSIS. 

Melodious Phoebus, all my mind inspirit 
Wiili Haylcy’s air, or Southey's km thug fire; 
That not unequal to the task may prove 
Of singing Delia’s charms, and Delia’s love. 


RAMON. 

Me laughing Daphne softly lurks behind. 

Pelts the smooth plum, then trips along the wind ; 
Yet, while the bush conceals with sweet briar green. 
She laughs aloud, qnd wishes to be seen. 


Til Y RSIS. 


While lovely Delia leads the floating dance. 

At each quick step she darts the side-long glance; 
While, winking round, in ev’ry soft, retreat. 

How much her eyes belie her sporting feet. 


IMITATIONS. 


V. 45. Me' odious Phoebus . ] 

Inspire me, Phoebus, in my Delia's praise. 

With Waller's art or Gt anvil lc's moving lays. PorE. 


V. 49. ■ Me laughing Daphne.] 

JVTalo me Galatea p tit lasciva puella, 

Et fug it ad saliccs, et se cupit ante videri. 

Vibg. Eel. 3 v. 64. 

V\ 53. While lovely Della.’] 

The sprightly Sylvn trips along the green, 

She runs, but hopes she does not run unseen. 

While a^vincl glance at her pursuer flies, * 

How much at variance are her feet and eyes. 


Pork. 
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DAMON. 


Sweet May is failliful to the liom*yM fiow’rs, 
March to the winds, and April to the showers; 
Yd still* more constant, while her Damon’s here, 
Is charming Daphne all the varied year. 

TTIYKSIS: 

Fair Morning loves to dourl the tepid breeze; 
Mild live the cooler, Noon the sliady trees; 

Yet more than all, my Delia joys to play, 
♦Where laithful Thyrsis leads his fllocks away. 


DAMON. 

The peaceful Olive sage Minerva bears, 

Bacchus the Vine, the Myrtle Venus wears; 
Yctwhih my Fair admires the vi’let blue, 

The vine, sweet flow’r, and myrtle, yield to you. 


IMITATIONS, 


V . Gi. Tbc peacefufCl{vt\ ] 

, Populus Alcicl.i gutissima, vitis Iaccho, 

Formosa: myitus Vcncri, sua lanrea Pbcebo. 

Phyllis amat corylos : ilias clmn Phyllis amabit, 

Nec myitus vincet corylos, ncc laurea Phctbi. 

Virg. Eel. T. v. 61 . 
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PASTORALS. 


TUYKS1S. 

The 1 lardy Oak is monarch of the plains, 

OVr the soft stream the mournful Willow reigns; 
If Del iu love the Rose, with blushes gay* 

The Oak and Willow shall the Rose obey. 


DAMON. 

I 

When hoary Winter chains our fields in frost. 
And lively Verdure in his snows is lost; 

If Daphne smile, stern Winter frowns no more. 
And greener verdure crowns the llow’ry shore. 

TJ1YRS1S. 

When thirsty Sirius rages o’er the fields. 

And fainting Nature to the tyrant yields; 

In Delia’s presence, her enliv’iiing eye 
Sparkles with life, and splendor paints the sky. 


IMITATIONS. 

V. G9* *Thc hardy Oak ] 

Fraxinus i.i sylvis pulcherrima, pinus in hortis, 

Popuhis in fluviis, tbies in raontibus altis ; 

Scrpius at si me, Lyeidu forniose, revisas, 

Fra'ciruN i \ sylvis ce.Ul tibi, pinus in Jiorti^. 

Virc. Eel- 7. v. 65. 

V. 77. ff%n thirsty $y rim ] 

A ret ; vitio ith>» si tit aeris ; 1 

Pin Hid is adventu nostra nemus omne virebit. Ecl.«*7. v. 5*7. 
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RAMON. 

If in some distant grove my Daphne roam, 

Far from her shepherd’s llock and native home ; 

Hush’d are the birds, the sorrowing flow’rs droop low; 
» 

And I he dull streams in languid silence llow. 

> 

THY RSIS. 

It' cruel Delia from her Thyrsisdiidc, 

By yon dark eliu, or Thames sedge-mantled side 1 ; 

In vain bright Than gilds the burnish'd plains; 

He soothes the least, who smiles upon our pains. 

DAMON. 

Ah, yield thee, Thvrsis; or with promptness tell. 
What sweet is that from show ’ring Heav’n that fell ; 
Unfold the riddle, and the crook is thine. 

To curb the goats that crop the early vine. 

THYRS1S. 

Yet. lioast not Damon ; first that llow’r declare, , 
That joins a metal with a virgin fair; 

Then his loud horn shall coinjuer’d Thyrsis yield, 
Ami all the praises of the wond’ring lield. 

.IMITATIONS. 

V* 8l. If In some distant grove . ] 

— —At si formosus Alexis 
Montibas his^ubeat, v ideas et fhimina sicca. 

Virc, Eel. 7. v. 53. 
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IlYLAS. 

.Equal in wit, and in the flowing- rhyme. 

In years tho’ greener than the youthful lime. 
Admir’d by Phoebus, and by Love caress'd. 

Who can discern the youth, vv housings the best? 
Blest in unmailM Friendship, still maintain 
Th’ admiring plaudit of each humbler swain; 

While to thee, Daifion, thi> transparent horn. 

That clear reflects the purple tints of Morn, 

Glad, I adjudge; and, Tliyrsis, to thy care. 

Commit this crook with mounting iv’ry fair. 

But haste away ; the svv< et repast is laid, 

« 

Inviting Hunger in the rural shade: 

Put up your pipes; the birds your notes prolong; 
Let them take up Ihe warb’ling of the song. 

IMITATIONS. 

V, 100. Who can discern^\ 

Non nostrum inter vos tint as compouerc lites. 

♦ ViRG. Eel. 3. V. 10&. 


V. 109- Put Up your Pipes. ] 

Cl a udite jam rivos, pueri. 


Vine. Eel. 3. v* 111. 
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PASTORAL II. 

Season, Summer. Time, Nooti. 

ft 

ADDRESSED 

TO M4STER F. II. PA PENDIECK. 

e — * 

— — — Tantus debtor urit amantes. 

Ovid , Met. lib, iv. v. 278. 

In Windsor groves, where doling Zephyrs play. 

And Thames smooth waters guide t heir rhryslal way. 
The gather’d Swains, with rural labour tir’d. 

Sought the mild breezes, and the reed inspir’d ; 

While, where the oaks hang round their ample shade. 
Their crooks neglected, and the flocks were laid. 

Soft as they sung, along the verdant shore. 

The feather’d songsters seem’d to charm no more ; 

All nature smil’d ; gay sprung the blooming flow’rs. 
And harmless Mirth led on the dancing hours. 

Fred’rick, attend ; hear one sad lay complain. 

That to our friendship adds this length’ning chain; 

IMITATIONS. 

V. 7. Soft as they sung,] 

Soft as he mourn'd the streams forgot to flow. 


PorE. 
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How swains, tho’ faithful as thyself, have mourn'd 
Affection scorn’d, or friendship unreturn’d; 

Hear all the griefs, and all the ills of love ; 

For thou can’st pity, and may chance approve. 

Alone retir’d from this cnliv’ning srene, 

Palemon slowly pac’d the distant green ; 

Where, on his head, Sol pour’d his burning n..y, 

* 

And in hot splendor, flam’d the cloudless day: 
Loose, o’er his shoulders, fell his airy flute. 

So lively once, but now so sadly mute ; 

O’er his blue eyes his flaxen tresses hung. 

While mournful thus in gentle plaint he sung : — 

Ye radiant sun-beams, parching from above. 
All fierce, indeed, but not so fierce as love ; 

Ye fields of azure sapphire, sparkling fair. 

And ye, beneath, that Summer’s verdure wear. 
All Nature, listen to the piteous lay, , 

That longs, like you, yet sickens to be gay ; 

And, oh, if Grief should spoil the heart-felt verse. 
Him pity most, who fails it to rehearse. 

Ah! thinks my Rosalind, what restless pain. 
Her faithless breast inflicts upon her swain; - 
While o’er the thirsty fields he seeks to trace 
Some footstep printed on the trodden grass ! ‘ 
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Fond, simple youth, when, joying in her love, 

Thy Rosalinda sought the shady grove. 

Where oft enraptur’d on the bank she stood. 

As in the blushing stream my face X view’d ; 

And told*me, bending o’er the gurgling wave, 

* Not morn herself Such lovely blushes gave; 

Why did I eager drink her perjur’d praise. 

Why rouifd her head enwreathe the grateful bays ? 
Yet cruel Love still wrings my wo-worn breast. 

Nor laughing Summer brings Palemon rest! 

* 

Come, view my cottage, that, on yonder hill. 
Climbs o’er the hedge, and looks upon the rill ; 

O’er its smooth top the bow’ring elm survey, 

That shades my windows from the scorching ray; 
While creeping upwards on its cover’d side 
The winding ivy mounts in verdant pride. 

Around, like silver peeping from the grass, 

Thame’s subject.stream directs its waves of glass ; 
Till spreading slowly as it onward moves. 

It bounds below; and rushes to the groves. 

Here will we love ; and when the bright-eyed Morn 
Wakes to new light and life the purpling Dawn, 

. IMITATIONS. 

ft 

V. 4o. As in the blushing stream.’} 

* — -Nuper in litore \idi, 

. . Quum placidum ventis staret mare. V Eel. v. 

V. 47. Cpme 3 vfaJb my cottage.} 

. » O (leigD to ?isit our forsaken seats. Porn. 
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Thy liquid voice in heav’nly notes shall rise 
With iny low flute, soft, warbling to the skies; 

Or if it please thee better, from the cotes. 

Thy tender hand shall drive the udder’d goats: 

While round the plain, where fresh’ningZephy r breathes, 
Thy careful swain the colour’d garlaixl wreathes ; 

To deck thy bosom, or attentive* spread 
The rifled Summer on thy bashful head ! 

The yelling lion pants the Wolf to seize. 

The wolf the kid, the kid the tender trees; 

The sad Palemon, with enquiring eyes. 

And eager haste, for Rosalinda flies; , 

Yet the fierce lion lives not in his breast. 

No savage Hunger robs his soul of rest; 

Love, gentle Love, the shepherd’s anxious care. 

Urges him on, and shews the promis’d fair; 

Yet as I haste to clasp her in these arms. 

Fled is her form, and all her glowing charms! 

IMITATIONS. 

V . 59. 'Thy liquid voice. J 

A'locuxn una in sylvis imitaberc Pana can emit*. 

Virg. Eel. 2. v. 31. 

V. 62, *Ihy tender hand ] 

Hiedorum que gregem viridi compcllcrc hiWsco. 

Vine. Eci. 2. v. 30. 

V. 67. The yelling Lion ] 

Torva lejcna lupum sequitur; lupus ipse capellam 5 
FJorentem cytisum sequitur lasciva cappJ/a. , 

Virg. Eel. 2. v. 63. 
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And is it thus, malicious god, the youth 
Is robb’d of all, that vow’d eternal truth ? 

That he, who spoils the flow’ry pride of Spring, 

H is votive garlands on thy shrine to bring ; 

That he, who sings thy praises all the year, 

JRor Rosalinda clasps* he shadowy air ? 

O’er distantTiclds no more my feet shall roam. 
Nor sad Palemon leave his peaceful home. 

This flute, which Mmris with his dying breath. 
Gave as a pledge tliat Friendship lives in Death ; 
This flute no more shall unregarded hang. 

With which so sweetly thro’ the groves he sang : 

To yon thick shade, lamenting. I’ll retire. 

And to soft plaints my mournful reed inspire ! 

Yet, w r hy bright Phmbus fly ! a livelier flame. 

With cherish’d hate, exhausts my drooping frame. 
Still, still I burn ! ah, rather let me say, 

Paletnon’s free when Rosalind’s away : 

Reflecting Reason blot the fatal word. 

And to rough Love be smooth Content preferr’d. 
But haste, Palemon ; to yon shady green. 

Where limpid Thame adorns the verdant scene, 

# 

JMITATION5. 

V. 85. Tbit flute which Mccrit."] 

Fistula, Dajnaetns dono mihi quam dedit oI»m ; 

. JJt dixit moriens, Te nunc habet ista secundum. 
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Urge the quick step: for, on the margin gay. 
The heedless flock in "wild disorder play. 
Farewel, ye plains, ye verdant lawns, adieu. 
Ye fields of green, and ye of azure blue ! 
Farewel, false Rosalind ; my beating breast 
Denies me more ; let tears declare the rest ! 


PASTORAL 111. 


Season, Autumn. Time, Evening. 


ADDRESSED 

TO THE HONOURABLE T. ERSKINE. 


Amor, che pci gli attain cresce. 

,Pftr. p. 33. 

JFaiu was the eve; and o’er the western sky 
Departing Phoebus cast his gentler eye ; 

Autumnal glories mark’d the yellow plain. 

And golden Ceres spread her waving reign. 

When wand’ ring Strephon, mourning o’er the mead. 
With gentle breath inspir’d the plaintive reed : 
While pitying Zephyrs wafted tliro’ the grqve. 

The mingled notes ©f Sorrow and of Love. , 
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Thou, whom a nation’s love, a nation’s praise 
Crowns yet unwearied with immortal bays ; 

Whom ghaeious Ileav’n, in pity to mankind. 

Gave to scourge Vice, and curb the erring mind ; 

O let my Muse, by thy great name inspir’d. 

With F.rskinc’s native eloquence be fir’d ! 

’From thy warm eye expressive Pity sent. 

Shall mountains, melt, and bid the rocks relent; 

The woods shall mourn, and heap’d upon the shore. 
Old Tham us weep, and Isis smile no more ! 

From Streplion’s bosom burst the tender sigh. 

And grief's big drop stood trembling in his eye I 

% 

Streaming it fell : Love caught the pearly tear. 
And whisper’d comfort in the shepherd’s ear. 

Ah, cruel god, reply’d the care-worn swain. 
Thy smiles arc sorrow, and thy pleasure pain ! 

Still, as I bow beneath thy burning shrine. 
Contempt, Refusal, and Despair, are mine ! 

No promis’d joys by love-sick Fancy drest. 

No promis’d raptures throb within my breast I 
Fair Peace, adieu ! and ah ! no more be mute ; * 
But mourn with me, my sweetly-warbling flute! 

IMITATIONS. 

V. 30. But mourn tuitb me,] 

Incipi* Marjalios mecum, mca tibia, versus.* 

Virg. Eel. 8. V. 1 1. 
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And does Menalcas, rev’lling in her charms. 
On Sylvia’s breast repose his iron arms ? 

Perverted Nature, mourn thy banish’d reign^ 

And weep with me o’er ev’ry murm’ring plain ; 
The savage eagle, screaming, courts the dove. 

To snowy hinds the lion roars his^love ; 

Wild in the flock the rav’ning wolf’s preferr’d. 
And foaming tygers sport among the hen], ! 

Fair peace, adieu ! And ah, no more be mute ; 

But mourn with me, my sweetly- warbling flute! 

In this lorn breast, where Sylvia’s image lies. 
Love asks in vain, while vanish’d Hope denies ! 
Once could I wish, when artless was my age. 

And smiling Time unroll’d his brightest page ; 
Once could I wish, when first my Sylvia rose. 
Like op’ning flow’rs their budding charms disclose 
When first she rose, the splendour of the plain* 
And stole the heart of ev’ry simple swain ; 

u 

Till Disappointment drove me from my land. 

And dash’d the cup of Rapture from my hand. 
Weep, hapless youth! and ah! no more be mute; 
But mourn with me, my sweetly-warbling flute ! 

IMITATIONS. 

V. 31. And does Menalcas ] 

Mopso Nisu clatur : quid non speremus amentes*: 
Jungentur jam gryplies cquis. Virg, Eel. 8. Y. $6. t 
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Tfc groves, forsaken by your wretched swain ; 

Ye mazy woodlands, nodding o’er the plain; 

Ye bleating folds, once Strephon’s fleecy wealth. 

My slender crook, fond pleasure, and fair health. 

All, all, adieu ! To me, the shady grove 
.Has lost its charms, since Sylvia has her love ! 

For some new swain my wand’ring flock must look, 
And all the garlands wither on my crook ! 

Weep, hapless youth ! and ah ! no more be mute ; 

But mourn with me, my %vveetly-warbling flute! 

Soft, sung the shepherd ; and on distant plains 
Delighted Echo spread the plaintive strains. 

Thame rais’d his head, and bending o’er the meads. 
Told the mild numbers to his waving reeds ; 

While Windsor fields, forgetful to rejoice. 

Caught the sad influence of his magic voice. 

Hark What sweet murmurs break from yonder 
grove! 

What chanting Nymph laments her bleeding love ; 
Still on mine ear the silver numbers steal. 

And rising throbs within my breast I feel ! 

The shepherd paus’d : while, floating gently near. 
These mournful ./lumbers trembled in his ear 

Sweet is the light that glitters thro’ the sky. 

And sweet eoft.Ev’ning with her virgin «ye; 

M 
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« 

Dear is the hope that, flatters me to rest. 

And lov’d the purple stream that warms my breast! 
But ah! How sweet, how dear, how lov’d, the youth. 
That to this wretched bosom vow’d his truth ! 

Who from these lips love’s warm avowal lieard. 

That love to Pleasure and to Peace preferr’d ! 

Sigh on, ye Zephyrs, that around me breathe ; 

And mourn, ye bubbling streams, that purl beneath! 

Once soft Content reveal’d her placid charms. 
And Joy, with smiles, would woo me to her arms ! 
Once from his shrine Love bow’d his yielding head ; 
But Love, and Joy, and soft Content, are. fled ! 

Care on my lips compels his bitter bowl. 

And Woe’s rude tempest shades my tortur’d soul ! 
Sigh on, ye Zephyrs, that around me breathe ; 

And mourn, ye bubbling streams, that purl beneath ! 

Ye playful Nymphs, that haunt the woodland scene. 
The flow’ry valley, or the upland green ; 

Or ye, in Thame’s smooth flowing, stream, that lave. 
And cleave with polish’d arm the chryslal wave ; 

In what cool bow’r, what wat’ry grotlols shade. 

To sad complaint impervious, were you laid ; 

When Force unmanly dragg’d mfc from my fields. 
And all the joys my peaceful cottage yields? 

Sigh on, ye ,Zephyrs, that around me breathe ; 

And mourn, ye bubbling streams, that purl beneath! 
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If Health's warm smile those cl roopi ng charms restore. 
And hope’s unalter’d eye be* dim no more ; 

If Love has pow’r to bind the hearts of swains, 

(And that he lias, O tell my native plains !) 

This wcary.hand that props my tearful cheek, 

# JVith painful toil and trembling mis'ry weak. 

This weary hand shall be the youth’s alone, 

Who call’d 10 oft that weary hand his own! 

Witness, ye groves, with gilding Autumn gay, 

Ye waving fields, that glitter on the day, 

Ye whisp’ring leaves, with yellow border bright, 

And ye, ye floating splendors of the light ! 

Despis’d Menalcas mourns my flight in vain. 

And Sylvia’s Strephon shall be hers again ! 

Sport now, ve Zephyrs, that around me breathe; 

And smile, ye bubbling streams, that purl beneath. 

Soft, ceas’d the Fair ; then beam’d from out the grove 
In all the luring languishing^ of love; 

Caught by the breezes shook her clust’ring curls, 

Shook, as when Ev.e her trembling veil unfurls ; 

An airy robe her floating form betray’d, 

And o’er her breast in ruffling eddies play’d ; • 

From her bright eyes a thousand glances speak. 

And blushing beauty purples on her cheek. 

■Enraptur'd Strephon gaz’d upon her charms. 

And wildly push’d, and clasp’d her in his arms : ■ . 
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“ These fond caresses,” sigh’d the blooming swain, 
“ Tlicse dear embraces bind ns once again ! 

“ O may no more the wiles of fortune pari 
“ This panting bosom from thy Shepherd's heart ! 

“ If Love, too cruel, smile but to deceive, , 

“ And Woe once more the loom *f mis’iy weave ; 
“ That ruilian hand, that tears me from thy side, 

“ Shall point the grave, where hapless Strephon died 
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Season, Winter . Time, Night. 

» % 

ON THE J) E A T H OF MR. COWPER. 

Quis desidcaio sit pudor, aut modus 
Tam chart capitis ? precipe lugubres 
Cantus, Melpomene : cui liquidain Pater 
Vocem cum cithara dedit. 

Ergo -perpetuus Sopor 

Urget ! cui Pudor, & justitia soror 
Jncorrupta Fides, nudaque Veritas, 

Quando ullum invenient parem ? 

Hor. Lib. 1. Od. 24. 


PAPIIN1S. 

» 

Not the sn&oth streamlets that with rippling tide 
In murm’rings mild the chrystal pebbles chide ; 
Not summer-airs that fan the rustling grov*^ . 

Or the warm whispers of enraptur’d Love ; 

Not Pan himself can so beguile mine ear. 

As when. Amyntas* gentle reed I hear ; 

But ? ah ! his sweet celestial strains are gone. 

And rich Elysium claims her tuneful «on ! 
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MCF.lt IS. 

See solemn Night begins her dreary reign. 

And Winter bleaches o’er the icy plain ; 

Pale Luna sleeps behind the dark’ning cloud. 

And Nature lies beneath her frozen shroud : 

So drear to me is Rapture’s dancing ray. 

So cold to Morris Pleasure’s warmest day r 
So darken’d, YouthVbright sunshine, now no more. 
So frozen Health, whose blur. lies glow’d before; 

For, all! with thee I weep our Shepherd’s death. 
And raptur’d Harmony’s forgotten breath! 

DAPHN1S. 

As the tall Poplar waves above t he reed. 

Or Windsor groves rise graceful o’er the mead : 

As lovely Roses blush upon the thorn. 

Or llow’ry Buds the tangled hedge adorn; 

Thus lov’d Amyntas rivaU’d every swain ; 

Thus with his warblings grac’d the ravish’d plain ; 

Thus bow’d each Shepherd to his meilow flute. 

Till V erse, Amyntas, and Delight were mute ! 

Mourn, mourn, ye horrors of the frozen year. 

And melt in tears of anguish o’er his bier ! 

• > 

IMITATIONS. 

V. 18, And raptur'd t Harmo?ty 

- — —Fair Daphne’s dead, and Music is no more ! 
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M CHRIS. 

• 

ion aged tree, where once liis sculptur’d name 
Would Admiration’s passing tribute claim, 

I he envious snows in clus’tring heaps conceal, 
And graven boughs no more the charm reveal ; 
Beneath the frost of Death’s relentless hand 
1 bus dies the Muse, thus leaves a weeping land ; 
Thus fades the landscape from our straining sight. 
Where soaring Rapture wing’d her visions bright ; 
Where Fancy planted gay her colour’d goal. 

And magic Melody enchain’d the soul ! 

For, ah ! Amyntas droops his gentle head. 

And Rapture, Fancy, Melody, are fled ! 


DAVHN1S. 

Chain’d is the music of the purling spring. 

And stiff the tender turtle’s useless wing ; 

So fast in Death the fetter’d Muses lie. 

So fixt our tuneful Swain’s enliven’d eye ! 

And, ah ! no more shall Summer’s glowing roign 

Restore his numbers to their native plain ; 

No more light Autumn wake to visions gay 
0 

Those eyes, cold hidden from the light of day; 
Though melting Spring again shall soothe the grove. 
And pliant pinions oar the sailing dof e ! 
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WeeJ>, Mocris, weep ! Amynta3 charms no more ; 
And Pan chants vainly o’er the dcsart shore ! 


MOT.R1S. 

All down these cheeks full oft the tearful stream 
Steals in the day, and dews the rflghtly dream ; 

Full oft Remembrance thorns within my breast. 

And Meditation lures me from my rest ! * 

O’er this cold grave that decks the snowy way 
With old o’er-waving cypress sadly gay. 

O’er this cold grave pale vigils will I keep. 

And bid the wand’ring pilgrim pause and weep; 
While thus the sorrow, by his sighs betray’d, * 
Shall soothe in pensive lay the list’ning Shade : — 

“ Thee, sweet departed Warbler of the plain, 

“ Who charm’d so oft lorn Echo’s mournful reign ; 

“ Thee, when green Spring her verdant mantle weaves 
“ And laughing Summer crowns henhead with leaves 
“ Thee, when bright Autumn paints the golden land 
“ And hoary Winter waves his icy hand ; 

“ Thee shall Remembrance fancy in her way, 

“ Chanting with tuneful reed thy placid lay ; 

“ And, with her wonted rapture wildly warm, 

“ Present the laurel to th’ ideal form ; 

“ Thee shall Affection mourn, along thy bier 
“ Mingling with silent grief the bursting tear; 
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“ Thee Honour, acting in his noblest part, 

“ Hold in each eye, and grave within each heart; 

“ Till Spring no more, or Summer’s sparkling eye, 
“ Or yellow Autumn beam along the sky ; 

“ Till hoary Winter loose his icy chain, 

“ And Joy, immorta^ as thy numbers, reign!’* 
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ELEGY. 


WESTMINSTER ABBEY. 

lx tliis cold solitude, this awful shade. 

Where sleeps the lyre of many a tuneful breath. 
The ghastly shroud and dust-disturbing spade, 

Invite the shudd’ring thought to Gloom and Death. 
«* 

Yet, while my careful feet slow pace along 
O’er the dumb tales of learning and of fame. 
Remembrance fond recalls the Poet’s song. 

And Admiration points the jchisell’d name. 

To boast the'w odder of attentive crouds. 

And wrap? the soul in ecstasied applause. 

To reach *F utyirity, that spurns the clouds. 

And unlock Harmony’s enchanting laws; 




WHITTEN IN POETS* CORNER. 
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1'or this the Poet rolls his phrenziod eye. 

And wakens Rapture with his fairy hand ; 

i 

For this he warbles transport to the sky. 

And pours enchantment o’er a thrilling land ! 

Five not, where Shakespeare lays IWs awful dust. 
The marble records of immortal fame ? 

Weeps not the Muse o’er Rowe’s beloved bvst? 
And speaks not Truth in Gay’s untitled name! 

i 

Who boasts of Kings when bending o’er the shade, 
Where lies the harp sublime of free-born Gray ? 
Who talks of pomp, or who of proud parade. 

Where modest Thomson drops his spotless la\ : 

If courts are nobler than the Muse divine, 

Piinees and lords had long usurp’d the praise; 

Some laurell’d Wihnot wanton’d but to shine. 

Some Henry hoarded for immortal bays. 

« 

Vet them no more shall Admiration high 

Lift from the turf that triumphs o’er their clay 
For them no tear stand quiv’ring in the eye. 

For thein no bosom sigh its plaintive lay ! 

I'mvept, unpitied, drooping to their dooisn. 

They creep t.o death, nor leave a trace behind ; 
No plaintive bjoatb lamenting o’er the tomb. 

But yon cold grass that whistles to the wind ! * 
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Ye georgeous worms, that glitter in in the sun/ 

Ye worms of wealth, and vanity, and sway; 

Say, have ye ought of praise, of glory won, 

That thus ye flaunt, along your gaudy way ? 

’Tis not the splendor of the cherish’d hoard. 

Pomp’s carv’d atchievemcnts, or the robe of pow'r 

’Tis not, the purple of a nation’s lord 
Can claim Futurity’s emblazon'd hour! 

Foul Av’rice watches but to gain a grave. 

And haughty Pride must, bow to shrinking age; 

Pow’r has not learnt the storms of death to brave, 
And Grandeur crumbles from her gorgeous stage ! 

The heart that loves, that is the friend of all, 

And meek Humility’s uulord ly breast, 

These are the beams that glitter o’er the pall. 

And sink resplendent, like the Sun, to rest! 

And, ah, if e’er on them the Muse’s eye 

Shed the bright, influence of her heav’nlv lire ; 

Applause shall live for ever where they lie, • 

And one eternal triumph be their lyre! 
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’ IN MEMORIAM 

Jacobi Hay Beattie Art. Magis. 
Patris Admirandi Filii Admirabilis, 
Philos. In Colleg. Marischal* Professoris; 
Qui Morum Suavitate Et Benignjtate, 
Mentis Quo Divina Snh}iiuitate 
Inge nil t m Facetissin ium, 
Bonurunt Literarum 
SumiAani Perltiam, 

Scit-nliam Thcologim Non Mediocrem, 
Necnon Fhiiosophue Gravtorcm 
Praetor Ailate Longius Profectos Conjunxit 
Dum Simul Vias 
Poesis Lcviores 
Non Humili Gradu 
Peranibulavit. 




In Gremium Omnipotentis, 

Qui Nunquam In Vitam Despexit 

Nisi Simul Subridens 

Iii item Et Immortalem 

Anhnam Exspiravit 

XIX. Novemb. MDCCXC. 

* 

Anno AEtat. Suae. XXII. 
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JLost, sainted son of virtue and of worth, 

A Ad hast tliou breath’d thy gentle soul away ? 
Must Hcav’n so soon demand thee from this earth? 
So soon demand thee to eternal day? 

O had it still, in pity to us all, 

BreuthVf lively health into thy placid breast; 
Vice had not. ever triumph’d in our tall. 

Or with her hated jjcorpions thorn’d our rest ! 

But man’s low dwelling was unworthy thee; 

* And Ileav’n perceiv’d, and op’d its arms above : 
There shall thine eyes their kindred sweetness see, 
And there thy breast its kindred virtues love. 


And though thy feet, so soft so humbly trod 
Along life’s noiseless, solitary Vale; 

Thy shade shall walk exalted by its God, 

Wherejxrorts and kings have panted but to kneel. 


Say, can thy death by aught be duly wept, . 

The sculptur’d tomb with worthy tears be dew’d? 
Shall sadd’ning vigils o’er thy hearse be kept, 

And nulling Sorrow at thy grave be woo’d? 
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Sad Wit., frrgetful of his wonted smile. 

The sigh unusual o’er thy turf shall pour 
Philosophy be taught to weep awhile. 

And ev’ry Muse a sep’rate loss deplore ! 

Farewell meek Moralist ! blest Bard, ajlieu ! 

And Life, lamented by a widow’d age ! 
That Life, soon snatching from our raptur’d v 
The gentle annals of •’.ts spotless page ! 

EPITAPH ON ROBESPIERRE. 

In Memorial n 

Infamem Et. Semper Execramlajo 
Maximiliani Robespierre, 
Parisii Detestabilis Tyranni; 
Monstri 

Cuj us Sitis Ardens ‘ 
Sanguinis Humani Ellundendi, 
Cuj us Usurpatio Insana 
Sancti Nominis 
LIBERT ATIS; 

Cuj us Atra Et Cruenta Mens 
Rabie Indomita Crudelitatis 
Nunquam Satis 
' Expleta, 
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Cujus Contemptus Omnis Institute 
Mortulium vel Dei Immortal is, 
Cujus Vita Et Anima 
Cruore Patrice 
Vulneratae Et Morientis 
, Purpurata. 

Mors Et Miseria Fuere 
Piis Et Patria; Amantibus, 
Delectus et Dapes 
Mentibus non Sua Imparibus 
liupictufls lit Diabolorum. 


Of aspect ruthless as the frown of Fate, 

FormM to be hated, as himself could hate; 

Of soid too impious to be curs’d ill song. 

Dark as that eye of Death he fed so long ; 

Of passions fir’d by every fiend that fell. 

The sword of Slaughter in the hand of Hell ; 

He kiss’d the steel a country’s blood had stain’d, 
And died that ’Damon that he liv’d and reign'd. 
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TO Til 1C EVENING STAR. 


FROM OSSIAN. 

Point ico star of coming night. 

Glittering is thy western light! 

Slowly from thy cloudy bed 
Liftest thou thine unshorn head ; 

And, u}xm yon hills of chalk. 

Stately is thy beamy walk l 
Say what now beholds thine eye. 

In the plains below that, lie ! 

High the storm that howl’d before. 
Listens to the torrent’s roar : 

Up the black rock, with circling waters lave; 
Distant beats the sounding wave ; 

O’er the field on fe’eble wings 
In drowsy hum the beetle sings. 

r» 

Pointed Star, v^iat sees thine eye 
• In the, plains below that lie ? 
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O’er thy lips of crimson hue 
Spreads the smile; thou sink’st. from view : 

The curling waves, that round thee gently dash. 
In munn'rings soft thy lovely tresses wash; 
Farewell, still beams of thy fair eyes! , 

— Thou light of Ossian’s soul arise ! 


r a lo rji. 

When Valour, fearless maid, was horn. 

She wander’d friendless and forlorn ; 

Till once, in Greece, when first it rose. 

Superior to its neighb’ring foes : 

She saw in ev’ry eye a fire. 

Which none but. Valour could inspire. 

And pleas’d to find it all her own. 

In Sparta first she rais’d her throne. 

« 

’Twas Valour taught the art of war. 

To throw the lance, and drive the car ; 
’Twas Valour e\’ry bosom fir’d. 

Fill’d high with courage, warm’d, inspir’d. 
Taught the bold warrior how to die. 

And bade the vanquish’d scorn to fly;' 
Gave to her fav’rite Greece the swaty. 

And bade each circling shore obey. 



ODES. 


Each state its hero then could boast, 
The king and guardian of its coast; 

And Argos saw her children brave 
The terrors of the foaming wave ; 

E’en gods were jealous at the sight. 

And crowded *>n t.h’ Olympian height; 
And when the Colehian prize was won. 
They ^riMch’d above each Argive son. 

From ancestors renown’d as these. 

Who neither sought nor sunk to ease. 
An hardy race of heroes rose, 

A like regard less of repose ; 

And Persia’s sons beheld the day. 
When on Platifia’s plains they lay ; 

And saw, and saw alone to mourn. 

The laurel from their temples torn. 

On MycaleVs sea-circled shore. 

Again they heard the battle roar; 
Unnerv’d to* fight,, afraid to die. 

Again the Persian turn’d to fly. 

Then Xerxes rose, and left behind 
His millions, but a grave to find; 

\pd while the coward monarch fled, 
Greece rent the turban from his head. 
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Ah! lost to all her patriot fame. 

Where now is Grecia’s glorious name! 
— ’Tis fled ; — and Sparta’s hardy race 
Shew but a female’s languid face. 

Their bosom now no ardour fires. 

No courage warms, no zeal inspires ; 
And Valour’s self, to roam no more. 

Has come to Albion’s white. cliff’d short. 


t 

SPEECH OF CARACTACUS 

TO 

CLAUDIUS CMS A R. 


JCquavn memento tebus in arduis 
Servare raentem«.,...« 


Hor. Lib. iu Od. 


Mi out y Caesar, tho’ to thee . 

Britain bows the bended knee; 

* 

Tho’ her hardy warriors know 
Victor is the valiant foe ; — 

Tho’ her king with tort’ring. pain 
Captive drags the galling chain ;• • 
•Rome ifself shall never boast, , 
Britannia’s glory all is lost ! 


I 



Saw thou not, Ostorius bold. 
Where in blood my chariot roll’d ; 
Saw thou not in cv’ry eye 
Firm resolve and courage lie ? 

Saw thou not each British sword 
Carve a passage for its lord. 
Where the Roman eagle spread 
Her purple pinions o’er thy head ? 


When misfortune hovers nigh. 
Let the Coward wish to die ; 
And, like Cato, robb’d of rest. 
Plunge the dagger in his breast! 
But, tho’ feeble, pale, and wall. 
Still your captive is a man : 

And for me, if life is rough. 

To live and to be brave’s enough 


Tho’ these hands no more may wie 
Pond’rous spear, or massy shield ; 
Tho’ this tongue may ne’er again 
Bid- the British troops be men ; 
Hope, with ever-lifted eye, 

Hope, enchanting, still is nigh ! 
Yes they shall again be free, 
'And»tri«iniph in their liberty ! 
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ro Honour. 

Homos alit Aries. 

— »©<<-- 

JtffoNODR, nurse of ev’ry art. 

Warm inspirer of the lie-art. 

Thee, for all men ov. u thy sway. 

“ Tributary kind's obey 

Thee, the warrior claims hufdue, • 

Honour, all lie hohls in view. 

“ ’Twas for thee,” lie cries, “ I rode 
“ Fiercely thro’ the fields of blood ; 

“ Woke Discord with the trumpet’s breath, 

“ And dipt my sword in blood, and purpled it with 
dcatli !” 


When in brisk enliv’uing notes 
Sweet the liquid music floats ; 

When the deep-ton’d organs blow' 

Solemn measures, suit ami slow; 

Or the clarions from afar 
Rouse the ruthless storms of war; 

Whose , but thine exalted hand, * 

Wakes with transport all the land ? 

Whose, but thy voice in thunder told, 

(’alls to the well-fought field the enterprising bold 
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Sec where on the canvas glow's, * 

Christ triumphant in his w T oes * ; 

See, as wild he sweeps the lyre. 

Anger all the bard t inspire. 

While, ijit each prophetic sound. 

Death and Ruin *s term around ; 

Who, hut, thou, the Master taught 
Imag’d life and pictur’d thought! 

With life inspir’d each wondVuis form ; 

Gave deadlier looks to Death %, new terrors to the 
Stortn § ? ’ 

J^ast yet richer drest. than all. 

Poesy attends thy call: 

Thee, when Milton soaring high 
Search’d the glories of the sky ; 

Thee, when Gray’s terrific hand 
Woke to Vengeance Cambria’s land ; 

Or enraptur’d, Collins sung. 

As Fancy wild her reeds among ; 

Thee she saw> while wond’ring earth 
View’d with awe thy glorious birth ; 

Thee she-bcheld with eager eye. 

And wav’d her airy wing, and hail’d thee from the 

sky ! 

* West’s Crucifixion. T Fuseli’s Bard, from Gray. _ 

-J West’s Opening of the Seals, From Revelatro*. 

West’s Lear iu the Storm. 
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TO Tit U T IT. 


TCVutii, fairest virgin of the sky. 

With robes of light, and beaming eye. 
And temples crown’d with day ; 

O thou, of all the cherub choir, * 

That boast’st to wake the sweetest lyre. 
And chant the softest 

By him, who ’midst his country’s tears 
Stood moveless to a thousand fears. 
And smil’d at racks and death ; 

By Persia’s turhan’d heroes bold. 

And all the Spartan chiefs of old. 

That bow’d thy shrine beneath ; • 

By holv Virtue's vestal flame, 1 
By laurel I’d Honour’s stately name. 
And cheek' -bed ini pled Love ; 

O-lift from thy majestic head 
The veil that o’er its tresses spread. 
Doubt’s fairy fingers wove. 

Thee chaste Religion’s virgin breast. 
Ami hop«f, with fair unruffled vest,* 
Their lovely sister hail ; 
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Ill 


Simplicity with lilied crown, 

And Innocence untaught to frown, 
Aud Peace that loves the vale. 

The daemon that usurps thy day. 

And casts upon its blemish’d ray 
The poison of his tongue ; 

O bid him, from thy dazzling sight. 
Shrink back into eternal nigl>t, 

II is kindred fiends among-. 

And in the horrors of Iris train. 

Let discord seek his yelling reign. 

Nor haunt thy path serene ; 

While Guilt, ou ev’ry sullen wind. 
Starts pale and trembling from behind 
His wild and wizard mein. 


Then o’er thy flow’r-enamell’d way 
Shall Youth, in artless frolic gay. 
His rustic hymns increase ; 

While Britain, raptur’d at the sound. 
Shouts to her echoing shores around, 
“ Truth, Liberty, and Peace !” 
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FOR 1709- 


WRITTEN AT THE TIME 


THE WAR IN SWITZERLAND. 


Swii-ti.y oYr tht: barren heath. 

Flies the distant echoing blast ; 

Burning W ar and thirsty Death, 

Gloomy horrors round them cast ! 

“ Wind, bring ye, wide rushing storms ?” 
Cries the mountain Swiss afar ! 

'* Whence are these terrilic forms, 

“ Thirsty Death and burning War ?** 

4 

Stern he said ; — In wild reply 

Howl’d the damion of the wind : 

“ Wretch, thy patriot friends must die, 

“ Gaul and Vengeance frown behind ! 

Loud he cried ; — the warrior frown’d. 
Hushing down the craggy steep; 

Soon the chief his brethren found, , 
Yielding indolent to sleep. 1 , 
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Like the waking thunder, rose 
Heroes at his loud alarms; 

Starting quickly from repose. 

Onward rush’d the bold to arms 1 

Slow advancing from the west, 

§ 

Rose the battle’s iron storm ; 

Pierc’d was ev’ry warrior’s breast. 

Pale was Freedom’s droojMng form ! 

O’er the widejy- wasted heath. 

Hollow was the voice of woe l 
Scatter’d lay the swords of Death, 

Scatter’d lay the chieftains low 1 

Oft before the dewy Spring 
Sadly smiles, is Freedom seen 
Weeping, fresh blown (low’rs to bring. 

And deck each corse with honours green l 


TO GEN IU S. 

niKEOL LA It. 

O thou, tp all the vulgar blind. 
Who liH’st’the Poet’s ample mind 
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Y r ith rapture, such as Shakespeare felt. 

When at thy sacred shrine he knelt ; 

Such as inspires, in lofty strain. 

To tell of agony and pain ; 

Or, o'er the harp, as the slow lingers move, 

t 

The gentler, soft, sooth'd n.’yid inspires 
With silent, yet more glowing tires, 

While the loud numbers un it to strains breathing 
love. *• 

O with that glow whof>e modest flush 
Gives Thomson’s muse her chaster blush, 

Or with tli’ expanding flames that silent lie. 

To burst more bright from Collins’ eye ; 

Or with the voice of Milton’s song. 

Pure as the hcav’n, and as its thunder strong; 

O fill my mind with all thy strength. 

Like thy ideas without length ; 

Pour tluo’ my soul thy beaming light. 

Within be glorious day, tho’ all without is night 

Yet to that day, so bright begun, 

O grant, there be no setting sun ; 

Let not Distraction’s hurrying stoim. 

Or idiot Madness, restless fojm. 

Deface thy lively ray ; 
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•Long, Genius, let tby suppliant view # 

Thy airy robes of’ varying ltu<-. 

And eves that dax/m day. 

But if thy warm mspiimg bvsaili 
Grow cold at tin uppioach of Death; 

If at his wintry grasp tby lire 
But faint my lonely breast, inspire; 

Grant to, the coming night, O youth divine. 

One lay nr.:;, linger yet, one cheering beam may shine ! 


->OC;fcT7.s< 


ON FRIENDSHIP. 


:n imitation ot tope’s ode on solituui. 


-Natorn heatos 

Omnibus esse tied it, si quis co*;novc*it un. 

ChU'DIA 1 

il 

Happy the youth, whose early days 
The sweets of Friendship charm away ; 
Content to breathe liis humble lays 

. Simple and gay. 


*T,oi\g, Pity, I<*t th" nation*; view 
lYiy sky-worn robes of tend’ rest blue. 
And eyes of dewy light. Collins, 
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Win**? friend of sonic and love is made. 

Whose mind is d\\ ss\l as ^ay as Prior; 
Whose Alusc, when warm, that mind ran shade, 

Win n cold, can lire. 

Blest on a faithful breast to find 

Want'', eaves, and sorrows, glide away ; 

* 

Uninowi in body or in mind, 

chide the day. 

IS~o thoughts at night except the dri tains. 

Together nnxt of lovr and peace ! 

And inusings tir'd 'with inward beams 

Of heav’nly grace' 

Tims let me live, known but by out , 

Mourn’d but by one, my ran* tltus cud ; 
Forgot by all that race that run, 

lixcepi my friend t 


TO FRIF.NnSIIlP. 

* 

O thou, wlio winding thro’ the wrinkles deep 
Of giant Care, smoothest out. liis rugged hrow 
As pohsh'd as thine own, 

f « * 

With wiles unknown before: 
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Or with thy lovdv hand, lurking unseen, § 
Stamp’st a new dimple on his furrow’d cheek, 

• While his daik-hoding eve 
Starts into animation ; 

How sweet idiy form, when, hanging o’er his head, 
'Thy gentle tear meets his; that, rushing down. 
Melts on his icy breast. 

Rich with thy glowing pearl ! 

Or when pale Melancholy, maid forlorn. 

Mourns in salt plaint thro’ yon deserted grove. 
When five in bridals grey 
• Weds Twilight’s sober form; 

How sweetly hangs upon thy hone\’d tongue 
Persuasion, eloquent and mild, as oft 

Thy soothing voice subdues 
Iler wo-\\orn soul to peace ! 

«» 

0 lovely maid, if aught my humble lay 
Avail to move thy gen’rous pitying breast, 

# Whose rugged numbers oft 
Have hail’d thv genial reign; 

By all the grid's that rent the vengeful breast 
Of dread Achilles, when the Trojan arm 

Stretch’d on the clanging earth 
aid, his patriot friend : 
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By all the lire that flash’d from Nisus* eye. 

When the lov’d warrior lay convuls’d in death. 
His tresses rudely test 
On ljjs cold, pallid cheek ; 

O still, to light and life, affection warm. 

And all the nameless blessings thou cair-t give. 
Pure, innocent, and free. 

The social youth preserve. 

Who, in tin cloister’d walks, where first. I learnt 

To feel thim influence mild, full oft has vow'd 
To deck thy hallow'd shrine 
With Summer’s gayest stores ! 

Then, soul -endearing maid, each rising morn. 

That paints with purple all the glowing sky. 
Shall, to thy hosom waft, 

O n Meditation’s wing. 

Our heart-felt, raptures, whether close eoueeal'd 

By uead exilic grove thou love to Jay 

In thick embow’ring shade. 

Thy olivc-wreatlied head : 

Or roving far hv Thame’s moss-mantled side, 

Crown tin gay temples with the moisten'd sedm 
That, decks its rural banks ’ 

With livelv glowing green. . • 
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PR IE NDS II I f». 


iSwekt to the captive’s raptur’d ear 
Gay Freedom trills her airy song; 

And gaily to the eye of Care 

The golden Morning floats along : 

And lively to the wither’d glade 

Is wak’ning Springs enamell’d brow : 

And rapt’rous to the weeping maid 
Reviving Love’s ecstatic vow; 

But when pale Sorrow’s languid ey<- 
With tears of crystal is bedew’d, 

Tho’ Friendship’s smile betrays a sigh.. 

With sweeter charms it is endued. 

And sweeter than the airy lay 
Of freedom to tho captive’s eai ; 

And gayer than the dawning day. 

That dances to the eye of Care ; 

And livelier than the the colour’d brow 
Of Spring, that paints the wither’d glade; 
And more* enraptur’d than the vow 
In Love’s returning transports made. 
Then where, O where’s the drooping heart. 
If, while the storms of anguish blow. 

Fair Friendship from the tempest start, 

s 

And smile a rainbow on our woe ? 
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And where’s the foot that faintly tread* 
Life’s wide and weary vale along. 

If roses on its path she spreads. 

And warbles round her thrilling song? 
.No such has heav’nlv Virtue found 
Within tin* precincts of her sway; 

Nor flying Fancy’s airy round 
"Encircled in its magic wav. 

• 

For where she sh«*-\vs her hallow’d form. 
Eternal sunshine decks the sky; 

Peace calms to rest the turbid storm. 

And Toil, and Grief, and Anguish die! 
Hope is not then*, for all is giv’n 

That Fancy’s happiest thoughts reveal: 
Bliss, such as blooms tin* flow’rof Hoav’n; 
And Rapture, such as angels feel ! 

7/7/: PROGRESS OF PA INTI KG'. 

^Vnr.s Youth in Greece’s polish’ll groves 
Was i‘a\’ritc of the laughing Loves, 

The litih Genii to surprise 
He hade the glowing Pencil rise. 

And form’d a fairy sprite that kept 
The sacred wonder while lie slept ; 

Up sprung the urchin into air. 

Polite, persuasive, free and fair: , * 
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Such manners got a name in haste. 

And lovely Cupid call’d him Taste. 

From him full oft in airy hovv’r 

• * 

They snatch’d the emblem of his pow’r. 
And hade upon til.- canvas start. 

The tender passions of their heart; 
While lively Youth the wantons taught 
Each fancy ‘of the poet’s thought. 

And fairy visions flutter’d gay • 

Around the Eden where they lay. 

. 

Then first, ’tis said, in colours green. 

The pictur’d landscape rose to view. 
And distant mountains oft were seen 
To dip in heav’n their foreheads blue ; 

And trees their leafy honours how’d, 
And reeds 'were waving to the gale. 
And runnels seem’d to prattle loud. 

And shepherds pip’d along' the vale. 

There oft within the murmuring grove 
The swain compos’d his am’rous lav; 
There oft the virgin own’d her love. 

And blush’d along her modest way. 
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Thesf scenes alone ol' rural rest 

Youth was then divine in painting; 

A grander grief, a fiercer fainting 
Than Love had shewn, his hand had ne’er display’d ■ 
Thence stronger years were call’d by Art 
To give her touch a deeper shade, 

Aud teach the painter’s toil a bolder part ; 

And where they dash’d the pencil wapn. 

Historic Glory rass’d her awful form. 

And War unsheath’d the sword, and pierc’d the bleed- 
ing breast ! 

The soul’s exertion tir’d : and lost to fame 
Greece sunk her bleeding head ; 

While the gay Laurel from her barren name 
Planted in a Roman shade. 

Where Painting’s alter’d pencil laid. 

Green flourish’d o’er the genial land. 

Till Death and Darkness arm’d the Vandal’s hand , 
Then around the wasted scene 
War howling shook his gory mien. 

And savage slaughter blew the blast of Woe; 

The Muse wept o’er her ruffled wing. 

And sigh’d whene’er she sought to sing; 

Thalia kiss’d her laurel drooping low. 

And dew’d with crystal tears the colours of her bow*. 

* The Rainbow here att.ibiited to the Mi.-' of Renting, from it* 
»umerous and splendid lo1ou<$. 
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From flaming Latium’s desolated land , 

Italia's phoenix form arose ; 

Upsprung the laurel to her gentler liand, 

And Painting smil’d above her cloud of woes. 

Then with a,wild ecstatic heat 
Reclin’d in Fancy’s airy scat 
The pencil met. her Raphael’s * eye; 

Gay Youth at lciigtlj*exulting view’d 
His hands with stronger pow’rs endu’d. 
And laughVl along" the sky. 


But see ! before his sparkling sight 
Fair forms of Joy, and panting Pleasures shine ; 
Idalia darting from her Cyprian shrine. 

Bursts her radiant, veil of light. ; 

And piercing in his painted bow’r, 

Bright her hiatus, and hot the hour. 

In ihe convulsive raptures of her bowl 
Drowns his transport-frenzied soul ! 


* Raphael d’lubino, born at l 1 rhino in the States ol the Church in 
it ilv, had arrived at surh a height of excellence in paintiuj, that in 
the flower of his youth he was styled the Prince of Paint.eis, and still 
continues at the head of his profession. This great artist died at a 
very eaily period of life, m roii'C.iuence of a continual and unlimited 
round of intemperance afid debauchery. 
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Hoanl ye Thalia’s plaintive sighs? 

The warm excels has hurst liis boiling veins 
'J he blo<»m of Beauty is no more, 

But pallid Tremor reigns! 

On cheeks, that, summer-purple wore, 

The winter-lily lies ! 

r 

Ah ! yet life glimmers faint and fast ! 

No more ! -the gaudy gleam is past ; 

I 

And gnat Urbiijo dies! 

Alas ! where now, in what sweet shade 
Will thou, thou rieh-roh’d fair, be laid? 

When- paint aeain thy visions wild r 
Nli 1 When shall Youth's exulting e \ < 

A pencil \< t sublime descry ? 

When- sad Thalia wipe away 
The tears that cloud her festive day , 

A i ul weep her fuv’ritc child ? 

Yet mourn no more ! s< c from tin* mam 
The Queen* of Isles arise; 

Obi Triton wakes his echoing strain. 

And fiom the grottos of the deep 
Tin; blue-eyed Naiads gaily peep: 

Now in dashing frolic sporting 

Swiftly thro’ the waves tiny glide. 
Now the gentle waters courting 

Stretch thi m on their polish’d side 


* Jit it. t in. 
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And hark ! slow swelling on tlio western gule 
The pomp of Music floats sublime along; 

Tfje sons of Ocean raise ihe ehoral song. 

And bid their liriti.sli Goddess bail ! 

Thjdia caii lies comfort from her eyes, 

I 

Ami as her eoioar’d pinions spread. 

Waves high the laurel-wreath, and crowns her 
sea-green head. 


O Britain, mi tliy boasted isle 
The favour’d Muses loveliest smile; 
WhateYr with lyre sublimely strung 
Calliope exalted sung. 

When Homer (irst the colleague shone 
Of Majesty’s empyreal throne. 

Or Maro’s eye with modest ray 
On Pindtis shot seroner day; 

Whate’er the Muse of Painting taught 
To give the eye the range of thought; 
Whate’er with steady hand she drew. 
Or w ildly dash’d for bolder view ; 
When Zeuxis* o’er his pencil smil’d 
To see his critic eye beguil’d ; 


* Zeuxis and Parrliasius, two rival Gr^ek Vninteis, <lctermined to dcr 
i ide the* superiority of the pencil, hy two of their work* to a 

jpublii examination. They met accordingly ; when ^euiis ptoduced 
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Or from Aiellos* with surprise 
Crete*' sin' a second Ammon rise; 

WliateVr Parnassus boasts her own, 

7’hv si>ns display around thv throne: 

Tiu-re Fancy in the sunshine flings 
A thousand colours from herrings; 

There Judgment’s eye with ken profound 
Surveys his philosophic round ; 

An«l Wisdom with his siar-erown’d hope! 

Sees worlds unknown hi lore him spread- 

Yitah! when Barn’s glowing' eye 
Shuts cold w ’thin the grave; 

Win n Fancy’s dreams her Fuseli lly. 

Nor longer in his eagle sight 
R< Ikcting ev'ry varied light 
iler gleaming visions wave; 

**- k . in ];n renting tw o nn'ii cam mg a bunch of .^rapO'i, which the 
v •. *.j.. j i.utt . he ,v to ant! pnk-’d; thU thfTicientU proved the met 

•_ i.iifi’i of the ^ but this v\*n not the piaisc that Zeu\u> wished s 

who v in»!i hv ackr jwlrtikd th.it \u t of .nanliutSh in the faces of the 
) wlin ,, ho v d to hinder ihe near app oach of the b.rds. lie now 

vhi’ntci !*> lhir.h . Hi kJ U'-Mred Imit to lemove the curta.n, that ml. 
p. otuic :m v .: i • t -.jin'iial: the curtain itself va. s the picture: when 
thi'. e.xeiarn n;o \ o submission uiul admiration burst from ) 1 1-> astonished 
rivai . — has deceived birds, but I’aru'iaMUS has deceived Zeuxix 
hnr.se! t !’ ' 

* Ap« Ih the ihmie of theciau Painters, and favomite of Alexander 
$h< sJuat, v no'-e picture none but himself was permitted to copy. lti* 
r» ported that he exei uted so gieat a hkencss of that l*nnce, that the 
horse of tin. Monarch nei^.ied on approaching it, supposing himself in 
the piesto.rc of hi^ mavUr. 
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When Ilist’ry weeps her dying West, » 

And tears her variegated vest 
‘.At ev’ry streaming tear ; 

Alt! who on sad Thalia’s cheek 

Recalls the faded bloom ; 

• * 

Whose hands the drooping laurel seek. 

That, waves in silence dark and drear 
„ A hove the Muse’s tomb ? 

See o’er the fields of Glory gay 
Yon youthful form arise 
That from his hand diffuses day. 

And darts along the skies ! 

’Tis He!* But why the hurrying gleam 
That marks his ardent way ? 

Why streams yon wild disorder’d beam 
With quick convulsive ray? 

\h know’st thou not that, sparkling bow) 

In Pleasure’s fatal arm ? 

Hide, hirer, hide the fraudful charm! 

Vet vain the pray’r ! See, where hi< trembling sou 
With the wild rapture panting, dying, 

t 

Xow on Hope’s faint pinions Hying, 


* T. Kuk, one of the most animate! aiu.' promis.a; Painters this 
ountry ha< p^o .lowed, died like that Rapist 1 lie \v:t» so skilfully imi. 
*atin£ in spirit and grandeur of design, a vtiLim to hrentioustie-" ; and 
was rut off in the flower of hK youth, a 
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NcVjV casting back on life’s lost glitt’ring scene 
Thcdimm’d and dark’ning eye. 

Views pale and glmst its course beneath, ’ 

Cheer’d by no soft, no rural landscape green. 
The realms that bound the vale of Death, 

Gulph without depth, and cloud without a sky; 

* 

Glooms, where Fate is taught to frow n. 

Shades, 1 lmt Fear and Horror crown; t 
Where is ti lt a Wi c ighi of Night, 

And Blackness that can blast the sight! 

Ah! would this tear could halt liis wins avav, 

Thi> sigh his spirit call, and bid it mix with day T 
Turn }et, yc Suns of Genius, turn. 

With uudlminish’d lustre burn ; 

Turn yet from yon obscuring cloud. 

Where Sorrow weaves her dropping shroud; 

And, o’er the fields oi‘ Glory home 
Be\ ond tlie reach of sullen night , 

Dart from your <yes the wonted morn. 

That gave our day delight ! 

For sei ! Where on Thalia’s head 
With rays of beaming grandeur spread, 

Rich blooms again the lamel green! 

And low! slow moving oYr the radiant skies. 

With steadier step and of majestic mien, 
lie* comes, tin '\ oath who charm'd a Britain’s 

< \<‘ s > , 

* R. K, Portf:, lin* risii)- and much admired painter of the Stuun- 

ir.*: of Scnugapatam. 
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When from his pencil Valour rose, • 
Au<l, tow’riug Ids'll above his Eastern foes. 
Wav’d his red standard o’er the daring scene. 

O Painting, next in Fancy’s heart. 

To her sublinu* thy Sister Art, 

Who taught her Shakespeare’s breast to glow 
With more than thou, a Goddess, know ; 
Thou, warm Expression’s rosiest child. 
Whose blushful cheek lias ever smil’d. 

But when income unwonted hour. 

Pale Sorrow met. thy pity ing pow’r ; 

Such time, as lost in mimic pain, 

A tortur’d Saviour died again. 

The while thy tyrant son* beneath 
The bleeding model gasp’d in death ; 

Pour, Goddess, on this tasteful age 
Thy breathing soul’s divinest, rage, 

Each beam that sparkles in thine eye. 

Where rang’d the colour’d splendors lie. 


• Michael Angelo Buonarotti, who united in his person the differ- 
ent arts of Painting, Sculpture, and Architecture, lived during the 
revival of learning in Italy ; and, as master of the first piolcssion, ranks 
second in t!ic list to the immortal Raphael. An anecdote, as cruel as 
it was ungenerous, here alluded to, is related of this artist -That in 
order to paint the agonies of Death with greater force m the face of a 
cruc hed Saviour, he 'stabbed a man at his feet, and copied the tortured 
and frightful lineaments of his visage, as he lay expiring. 
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The*glowing thought, the mind of fire. 

And all that Fancy’s charms inspire ! 

E’en, Virgin, to this breast impart 

If not to feel, to love thine Art, 

Delight to view each pictur’d tale. 

Where Virtue and her sons prevail. 

Where Taste has moral ends pursu’d. 

And Genius teaches to be good. , 

Impart ; and each* new wonder giv’n 

Shall bid rue hail thee “ Lov’d of Ileav’n !’ 

« 

jrANDLE’S rVA V E 


il uk placid eve, the whisp’ring L;ale, 

Bid musing Love and Peace pivxad; 

And <all the lonely swain to stray. 

Where bre< zy Coolness fans the way. 
li«.w eet to breathe thro’ yonder grove 
\i he pi nsive lay, the si- Its of Love, 

While streattis in aiisw’ring murmurs lave 
Tin: peaceful banks of Wangle’s Wave! 

Yet, ah ! till* notes that Friendship taught, 

< 

Must 'soon awake a gloomier thought. 
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Since She will close those eyes of fire 
That now the rural song inspire; 

ThV summer eve, the cooling grove 
Hear theu no more the sighs of Love; 

I go to dress A ileetion’s grave ; 

% 

Adieu, the bunks of W audio’s Wave ! 
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» 

TO THE OMNIPOTENT COD. 

• T ' 

Deo Oj>t. Max. 

• — - 

A. l mighty Kill”-, who sit’st above, 
.Enthron'd an ith Majesty and Low, 

Internal arbite r of fate; 

Whether vve name the** Go*! of all. 

Or Alla, Jovt , or Mithra call. 

Thou, tliou alone art truly threat'. 

Princes, the shadows of thy nod. 

Live but to shew, how low to God 

Is all the gaudy pride of earth: 
Thy Kingdom comprehends all spact*; # 
Thy Crown, enrich’d with pearls of "race. 
Is glorious as the Morning’s birth! 

If earth’s. an atom in thy sight, 

Ln wrapt in Folly’s mazy night, • 
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How low am I that on it dwell ! 

Thy Brightness, not the sun can show; 

Thy Voice, not all the winds that blow, ' 
Nor all the rolling thunders tell ! 

The earthquake, and the tempest, both 
Arc but the bubbles of thy wrath, 

When Vice appall’d shrinks at thy frown 
But fearless Virtue’s heav’nly form, 

Sits, like an angel, mid the storm, 

And smiling wreathes ner olive crown. 

Grasp the whole earth within thy hand. 

Bid heav’n be nought at thy command, 
Thou, onlv thou, be still the same ; 

The void immense itself shall cry, 

“ Glory to thee, 0 God most High,” 

And ever “ hallow’d be thy Name 1 ” 
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HYMNS FOR THE SEASONS. 


Quid prius diram sol i*is Parentis 
Laudibus ? Q,n r.s li'unimim ac deorum 
Qui mare, et terras, varus que immduii 
, Temperat li'Mi*. 

1 I Jok . Lib. I. Od. .\ii. v. 13. 


SPRING. 

— *®©wiCi®©&>— 

How smiling wakes 1 hi- verdant year 
Array’d in velvet green ! 

How glad the circling fields appear, 

That bound the blooming scene! 

I 

Forth walks from h. av’n the beaming Spring, 
Calm as the dew she sli ds; 

Anil o’er the winter’s mutt’riug king 
Her veil of ‘roses spreads. 

t 

The sky serene, the waking llow’rs, 

The river’s loosen’d wave, 

t 

Repay the kmd and tepid Honrs 
With all the charms th y gave. 
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Anjl bark ! From yon melodious grove 
The leather’d warblers break ; 

And into notes of joy ami love 
Tilt' solitude awake ! 

And shall the ihsi h»-h>\M of Heav’n 
Mate listen as tl)e’> sing ? 

Shall Man, to whom the Ivr* is giv’n. 
Not wake one grateful siring ? 

O let me join th’ aspiring lay. 

That gives my Maker praise; 

Join, hut in louder notes than they, 
Than all their pleasures raise ! 

From stormy Winter hoar and chill 
Warm scenes of peace arise : 

For ever thus from seeming ill 
iicuv’n evvry good supplies. 

For see, ’tis mildness, beauty, all 
Around the laughing whole ; 

And Nature’s verdant charms recall 
The mildness of the soul. 
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O Thou, from whose all-gracious eye 
The sun of splendour beams ; 

Whose glories ev’rv ray supply, 

Thai gilds the trembling streams; 

♦ * 

O’er Nature’s green and teeming iields 
Bid tlow’ry graces rise, 

And < \ly sweet Creation yields 
Sa.ute the morning skies.* 

Where yonder moves the plough of toil 
Along the stubborn land, 

O kindly lift the yielding soil. 

And soothe tht: lab’nng hand. 

Them e bid gay Fruitfulness around 
Her blooming reign extend ; 

And whdre tin, richest gifts are found, 

’ Teh who the hcav'nl\ Friend. 

As with Iter smiles, Life’s weary vale 
* 1 

Is gentler trod below ; 

With thine, the dosing home we hail. 

That shuts us in frotn Woe! 
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Till that celestial home is ours, 

< 

Let us its Lord implore. 

Content may cheer our pilgrim hours. 
And guide us to tin* door. 


S I'M me n. 

< 

B RitiUT Summer beams along the skv , 
And paints the glowing year; 
Where'er wo turn the raptur’d eye. 

Her splendid tints appear ! 

Then when so fit to lift the song 
To gratitude and Ileav’n, 

To whom her purple charms belong, 
From whom those charms are giv’n ? 

Thee, tine. Almighty King of kings, 
Alan worships not alone ; 
l'acli budding flow’r its incense brings. 
And wafts it to thy throne. 
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The fields with verdant mantle gay, 

The grove’s sequester’d walks, 

All,*jdl around, thy praise display. 

And dumb Creation talks. 

» 

When Morn, vyth rosy fingers fair. 

Her golden journey takes; 

When +jvsh’niug Zephyrs fan the air. 

And Animation wakes; * 

Mail starts from emblematic death. 

And bends the grateful knee 

To welcome with transported breath 
New r light, and life, and Thee ! 

When Noon averts his radiant face. 

Anti shuts his piercing eye ; 

And live, with modest measur’d pace. 
Steps up the western sky, 

Repos’d beneath thy guardian w ings 
The pious mortal rests ; 

Nor knows one watchful care that springs 
Within unholy breasts. 
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What then, if pealing thunders roll. 

If lightnings Hash afar ! 

Undaunted hears his sainted soul 
The elemental war. 

’Tis but to him a parent’s voi<r. . 

That blesses while it blames; 

That bids unburden’d air ivjoiee, • 

And life and lnullh proclaims. 

Night's deepest gloom is but a calm. 

That soothes the wearied mind: 

The labour'd da\’s restoring bairn. 

The comfort of mankind. 

O thus may lleav’u and holy Peace 
Smooth soft the rocks of age; 

Till Thou shalt bid IXistt nee ceas< . 

And tear its blotted page: 

Till storms no more or tunptsK rage. 

And Death’s dark vale I se« ; 

'Hurt vale, which through the shadowy grav< 
But leads to lleav’n and Tine ! 
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• A V T V M N. 

— ®^IQ|0©e — - 

jFatr Autumn ‘spread* her fields of gol< 
And waves her amher wand ; 

See earth its yellow (‘harms unfold 
Beneath her magic hand ! 

vf 

Unrivall’d Beauty decks our vales. 
Bright Fruitfulness our plains ; 

Gay Health with Chearfulness prevails. 
And smiling Glorv reigns. 

To Thee, great Final Source of all. 

We strike our earthly lyre ; 

Till Fate our rising soul shall call. 

And Angels form the choir. 

The splendouf that enchants our eyes. 

Reminds us of thy fame ; 

The blessings that from earth arise 
Thv gvn’rous hand proclaim. 



144 


HYMNS. 


The plenty round our meadows seen 
Is emblem of thy love; 

And harmony that hinds the scene, 
The peace that reigns above. 

Beneath the sickle, smiling round, 

And in destruction fair. 

The golden harvest strews the ground,. 
And shuts the labour’d year. 

Man drops into refreshing rest, 

And smooths his wearied brow; 

With rural peace the herds arc blest, 
And Nature smiles below ! 

O let thy hand, parental King, 

Be open to our pray rs ! 

Unlock sweet Plenty’s lib’ral spring. 
And show’r untainted airs. 

And send mo thro’ life’s noiseless way, 
With Innocence iny guide ; 

Let no temptations bid me stray, 

And leave her angel side ! 
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O let tlie bird of tuneful breath, 

The beast that frisks on earth. 

The fish that sports the wave beneath, 
Enjoy their short liv’d mirth ! 

» * 

Let no rude instrument of Fate 
Arrest the flutt’riug wing ; 

No horns re-echo at my gate, 

That smiles and slaughter bring ; 

No quav’ring line, With tortur’d snare 
In agonizing fraud. 

Explore the streams, that flow so fair, 
To tempt the wat’ry lord ! 

That Mercy which to man is giv’n, 

So sweet with dewj eyes, 

O let it st ek its native Heav’n, 

When gentle Pity dies! 
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WINTER, 


Hark ! ’twas dark Winter’s syllen voice. 
That told the glooms that reign’d ; 

Thai hade the plains no more rejoice. 

And all the waves be chain’d ! 

And see green Autumn dies away ; 

The pallid sire is come ! 

The plains his shiv’ ring rules obey. 

And cv’ry wave is dumb ! 

Yet still with cheerful heart I pace 
The whiten’d vale below : 

A.nd smile at every printed trace 
I leave upon the snow. 

Thus (soft I whisper to my breast,) 

Man treads life’s weary waste ; 

Each step that leads to better rest 
Forgot as soon as pa'st ! 
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For what is life and all its bliss ? ' 

The splendour of a fly ; 

Tli« breathing of the morning’s kiss ; 

A summer’s flushing sky. 

• 

» 

Dismantled lifts the gaudy fly ; 

Morn droops at Evening’s frown ; 

And Summer tho’ so gay her eye, 

♦ 

Tempestuous terrors crown ! 

f 

Yes, Lord ; ’but. shoots no gladd’ning day 
Thro’ this nocturnal scene ? 

Decks not one gem of lively ray 
Grief’s darksome wave unseen ? 

How sweet the evergreen beguiles 
The gloom of yonder snow ! 

Thus Virtue cheers, with endless smiles. 
Life’s wintry waste of Woe. 


Ilowl then, ye storms ; ye tempests, beat 
Round this unshrinking head ! 

I know a sweet, a soft retreat 
In Virtue’s peaceful shed ! 
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Driv # e down, ye hails; pour, snows and winds. 
Pale terror where I stray ! 

My foot a path, yet verdant finds 
Where Virtue smooths the way ! 

9 

O Thou, by whose all-gracious Ijand 
The cherub Mercy stands. 

Smiling at each divine command. 

With fondness o’er the lands ; 

O let me ne’er with marble eye 
Pale shiv’ring want reject. 

Where mourns the long, the deep-drawn sigh, 
The anguish of neglect ! 

While lordly Pride and cushion’d Ease 
Petition’s tear despise ; 

O let this hand the mourner raise. 

And wipe her streaming eyes ! 

When Death shall call me to my Lord, 

To bow beneath his throne ; 

His praise be the divine reward. 

That charity has won. * 
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There, where no wintry storms affright, 
No tempests shake the pole; 

No gloomy shades of dreary night 
Apj>all the waking soul ; 

There, let me cw hymn, adore, 

And love th* immortal King ; 

Love, while dread Winter breaks no more 
Th* eternity of Spring ! 
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PALACE OF F1.FASU11E 

AN 


•* ALLEGORICAL POEM, 

» 

IN TWO CANTOS. 



WRITTEN IN IMITATION OF 


SPJEJVSMR. 

« 

Flor senza frutto. 

Petrarch. 

A flow * r 9 from whose contracted root 
Ne'er blush'd to life the ncctar'd fruit. 


TO fAOl TCLV 

K apftiav tv c^'^ETiV iTrroaaiv 
SI? IJov crEj ffpofyav kfjun yap 
’Ovfov eS-' r,Ktr 
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<1 >aivofxeu airvotr 


Sappho. 


Amid the RAses fierce Repentance t cars 
1 1 fiv snaky crcbt i ■■■ 


Thomson. 





GLOSSARY 


$ OF THE 

OLD ENGLISH WORDS USED BY SPENSER, 
And found iu the following Poem. / 


A NON— forthwith, presently. 
Askew — iside. 

Ay— always. 

Bale — misery. 

Benempt — named . 

Beseem — seem , 

Besprent— sprinkled. 

Certes — indeed, certainly, 

Clepe — call. 

Daz'd — dazzled, pra*t of da/e. 
Deftly — skilful K. 

Dight — clad, adorn'd. 

Disspread — spread. 

Eath — easy. 

Ee — eye. 

Eft sows — oou afterward. 
hid— Fime. . 

En — is often used at the end of a 
word to lengthen the metre, as, 
fledden, fled ; decay en, decay ; 
and also to denote the paitiuple ; 
as, they were wrappen, tlr'v were 
wrapped, &c. 

Erst — once, formerly. 

Eyne — eyes. 

Eoeman— foe, enemy. 

'Gan— began, prait. of begin. 

Uight — called^ named. 

Imp— child, offspring. 

kemb—r omb ; pru;t. kempt. 

Leman— mistress, concubine. 

/aV— desire, choose. 

.1 Inkle— ea t. 

Aloe — more. 

might ; verb substant. 


Nat bless — nevertheless . 

Ne— no, not, norj neither. 

« 

Palmer— pilglim ; so called from a 
bough of the palm-tree, which 
those who made a pilgrimage to 
the Holy Laftd cairied in theii 
journey. 

Plain — l imont, complain. 

Pleasaunct ' — p leasure. 

Rabblem^nt — d isordcrly assemblage, 
tumultuous mob. 

Rife — iiequent, abundant. 

Say — a kind of silken cloth. 

Sheen^ shine; pu*t. sheen’d 

Sheening— shining. 

Shent — pun shed 

Sooth— indeed, 

Souvenance— remembrance 

Stole — tout, strong. 

Trie — taught. 

Uuweeting—fyi want, unknow ing. 

Wail — lamentation. 

Ween -th.uk, suppose, imagine. 

IPexing— grow me , inc r e l JMng, be- 
coming 

Whiles— w bile. 

Ihght — fn an, person. 

Wis— think, suppose, imagine. 

Won"- dwelling, house. 

Woty or wo/e— know, to be certain. 

r— is often used at the beginning 
of a word to lengthen the metre : 
as, ystall, stall i yborn, born, 
&c. 

Yclept— palled, named ; prad of 
clepe. 

Yfere — togofher^ 

Ystall — live} dwell. 



TO THE PUBLIC. 




When it is urged with respect to the pre- 
sent English phraseology, that expressive, as 
well as elegant language, can never be wanting 
to the choice of an Author, upon whatever 
subject his pen is employed, it will, without 
doubt, be a sufficient apology for the simple 
style and obsolete diction occasionally found 
in the following Poem to premise, that custom 
has long established the manner of Spenser as 
a model for Allegorical Composition*. The 


present imitation of the verse of that immortal 
Poet is accompanied with language that may 
to some cars border upon the ludicrous ; this, 


however, as an* Annotator on Thomson some- 
where observes, is necessary to bring it to 
a greater degree of perfection ; and, in fact, it 


# Vide West's Education, Thomson’s Castle of Indolence. 

Pope’s Tcmplt of Fame is the only exception to the general 

' * 

rule the Author fver met with. 
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not ojily renders the imitative stile more like 
the original, but tends to add considerably to 
that unstudied harmony and simplicity* of na- 
ture, which. so attract and amuse the mind in 
studying the Bard of Mullahs admirable effu- 
sions. Where the allegory is wanting in the' 
survey of human life, the youth ami inexperi- 
ence of the Au/hor will, it is hoped, be 
brought to the recollection of the excusing 
Reader; and the moral,' never to be too often 
repeated, that is drawn from it, which endea- 
vours to correct the vices of the age, by shew- 
ing the frightful landscape that terminates the 
alluring path of sinful Pleasure, supply the 
defects of a Muse, who is entering into public 
in her sixteenth year, bashful on her first exhi- 
bition, and listening with trembling expecta- 
tion, as she passes, to the shouts of disappro- 
bation or applause that burst from the sur- 
rounding multitude. 


J. II. L. HUNT. 



CANTO I. 


The Palace hi^ht of Pleasure fair, 

And all its sheen delight, 

Where rapture of deceitful lure 
Enchants the mortal wight. 

I, 

(Ceptes it is, and Saints have whilom said, 

That, worldly Pleasure is but worldly Woe, 

In the hot bosom ot the Passions bred, 

Cradled by Tempests that ay rage and blow, 

And taught ne virtue, lie advice to know : 

Then comes a sickly sunshine deadly warm, 

■ Shedding a gilded pestilence below ; 

Within his Warn fast fades the wasting forrn^ 

Till night and cloud succeed, and turbulence and storm. 
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II. 

There is ywashed by the murm’ring main. 

A Fairy laud, yclept Temptation's Isle, 

So fair, it seem’d as Fxlcn there had lain. 

Such sweet Enchantment o’er the coast doth smile ! 
And all ! poor mortal wight, it doth beguile 
With waving trees that deck the shores around, 

Which to the sight, ne things unclean defile, ( 

And velvet fields that glitter o’er the ground. 

And purling streams, and groves with tufted verdure 
crown’d. 


in. 

The circling sea, that glistens round the coast. 

Doth all beseem of crystal glass, I ween. 

Whose oily wave ne ship hath ever tost, 

Ne stormy death defil’d its waters sheen : 

But all around is gentle smoothness green. • 

And tint e.crulean on the ocean dy’d : 

And whisp’riug breezes fan the luring scene : 

For ne rude winds do rouse the sleeping tide, 

Ne blust’ring blasts deform’d, with tempest at their side. 

I 

IVj 

And on the air are dulcet (huntings heard. 

That trip to sound of soul-delighting lyre ; 

Yet ne in all their songs one mournful word, 

Ne plaintive Strain that musing mote inspire. 
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But lively notes which gaiety yfire. 

Such as that noble harper, Orpheus higlit. 

Did sing Jo brutes, who wonder’d at the wire. 

And with uncouth rejoicing would delight 
To dance along the woods, in rugged liv’ry dight. 

I 

* 

V. 

And right, aloud the joyous birds did sing. 

With melody confus’d that fill’d the sky: 

The soaring lark, w ith tawny-dappled w'ing, 

. * w 
And humbler linnet with his gentle eye. 

And gorgeous finch, with breast of golden dye ; 

No fiar’d the bright canary there to dwell, 

Ne chatt’ring thrush that peeps with glancing sly ; 

But. no sail nightingale mourn’d o’er the dell, 

Ne owl with flapping wings shrieking the notes of Hell 

VI. 

Eke the bright Sun, as though he had stood still. 
Sheen’d o’er the beauteous land each rolling day ; 

And ting’d with gold the top of cv’ry hill. 

And in each vale with burnish’d splendour lay ; ’ 

So that Dame Nature did for Rye look gay : 

For though dark night ycame with visage stem. 

Yet then would Art his copied flame display. 

And on each tree a hundred lamps ybum. 

Which did new day relume, and gloom to raeflance turn. 
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leS 


VII. 

With eyne fast fixing on this lovely sight. 

And fill’d with wonder at th’ enchanting scene. 

Upon the culvcivj strand a valiant knight 
Stood wrapt in thought ; his still and eager •piien 
Betray’d how nmehthe land, so swi'et. and green. 

In vernal beauty all delightful dress’d. 

Charm’d his enraptur’d soul: for, well L we'en. 

He wish’d upon the goodly shore to rest. 

Yet saw nc lool:’d-for boat to ease his longing breast. 

MU. 

Sudden sweet sounds of mellow symphony, 

In tender undulations swell’d on air. 

New splendour seem’d to flush the glowing sky. 

And Nature rise with visage doubly fair : 

Soft, wliisp’ring breezes breathing gently »ear : 
Dropping rieh perfume from each fanning wing. 
Brought the smooth numbers to his raptur’d ear ; 
While Summer, putting on the. robe of Spring, 

’Gan from his radiant lap the verdant flow ’rets fling. 

« * 

1 lv . 

Anon a silver c.loud roll’d lair along ,- 
When io ! quick op’ning on the beaming. d.i\ . 

It. rent its swelling side ; and, with a sorig , 

Bursting in melody confus’d and gay. 
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A tribe of airy sylphs in wanton play. 

Broke forth, and forming sportive dance divine. 

Around Mie admiring knight, in sunny my 
Chanted sweet hymns to Bacchus god of wine. 

And Her, round whose fair brow the graceful myrtles 
twine. * 


x. 

Now here, now there their colour'd wings they threw 
With many a mirthful movement twirling round ; 

And zones they carried of* the rainbow’s hue 
With golden buckles splendidly ybound. 

Which they unloos’d mid droppen on the ground. 

That, Sport might, be all easy, brisk and light: 

I/or none among them mournful was there found, 

That Merriment and Joy eould ne delight : . [bright* 

But laugh’d the wantons loud, and wav’d their pinions 


Sudden they snatch’d Sir Guyon up on high, 
Unweeting whether good or harm would be 
While drowsy sleep came heavy on his eye. 

And all forgot ton was then laughing glee: 

The verdant lawn, smooth meadow, and gr«vn tree. 
And cloud,, and sylphs quick faded from his thought. 
A mi sport it e d,ancv lie longer could he see! 

Music ne njpe sweet harmony ybrought, 

• a ^ • 

Ne sea, ne isle, ne skies his eyne enchanted sought. 
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Soft on the dewy grass that fring’d the isle 
The lovely spirits laid their sleepy load ; 

Nor waken’d he, till Mom again ’gan smile, 

And murm’ring Ocean round her mantle flow’d ; 
When to his couch of green as soft ‘she trod, 

A beauteous virgin rous’d the wond’ring knight 
With flowing hair tied up with pearly node! 

Who at her side, with gather’d flow’ rets flight, 

Bore keys of glitt’ring gold, with frequent using bright 

xm. 

In her fair hand a bag full rich she held, 

With curious coins and antique monies stor'd; 

Sonic with stamp eaten by devouring Kid, 

And some that many a team'd device aflbrd 
Of emp’ror noble, or CVcsan an lord : 

And on her painted vestment could be seen 
Grim Runic rhymes that wars and blood applaud. 

And letters obsolete and flow’rs all green, 

And animal, and insect, copied well, 1 ween. 

xiv. 

And her behind, with winning beauty. mov’d 
A virgin figure, crown’d with garlands fair, 

And myrtles green, by Cytherea lov’d, ' • 

And many a Jewel weav’d among her hair. 
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And diamonds gay, and precious pebble, rare ; » 

One hand a burning heart did trembling hold 
Ypierc’d with dart and flaming to the air, 

And fetter’d all around with links of gold. 

With purple drops besprent, and never wexing cold. 


xv. 

Her other hand a glitt'ring goblet rais’d. 

With mantling wine delicious to the taste 
Ysparkling fair, that with red splendour blaz’d. 
And all around a rhiekle brightness cast ; 

And on its side were carved forms ne chaste 
Of frisking WantonncsS, and loving DamcM, 

And dancing Satyrs ne’er in sport the last. 

And lovely Nymphs that nourish’d Cupid’s flames. 
And many else, I wote, of less renowned names. 


• xvi. 

Then thus the first fair form ; “ Thrice blest Sir Knight, 
“ Brought to this soil of health, and ease, and peace, 

“ Brought to this soil oi splendour aud delight. 

“ Where joys ay dwell, ay transport and increase, 

“ Where glad Eternity can never cease, 

“ The Tree of Life awaits your hand, be wise ; 

“ Pluck ; feast with Heav’n : Pleasure with joyous face 
“ Bade me conduct to her desiring eyes [despise, 

“ The knight she loves ; her love the bold can ne’er 
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• XVII. 

“ Me Curiosity men wrongly depe ; 

“ In Fairy-land ay higher name I bore, 

“ And hight Ipquiry ; the great key I keep 
“ Of sage Philosophy’s celestial store ; 

“ This hand can ope gay Natures bidden door, t 
“ And give to youth the knowledge of old age : 

“ Come, follow me : let Love proceed before ; 

“ Her cup will soon to thine, and Life’s dark page 
“ Be fill’d with light and life : 0 follow, and be sage.’* 

XVIII, 

She said; the knight quick turn’d him and beheld 
Before his eyes all ravish’d with delight, 

A stately house with marble dome, that swell’d 
Its polish’d beauties on the wond’ring sight ; 

The fabric’s self with solid gold was bright. 

On diamond pillars splendidly ylaid ; 

And pearly chimnies ever gay and white 
The beamy day with perfumes rich repaid, 

While raptur’d Zephyr ay his balmy pinions play’d. 

. XIX. 

On a smooth lawn with verdure ever green, 

The beauteous structure caught the meeting eye , 

Ne valley low withheld the glitt’ring 'scqne, 

*Ne tufted grove where Hamadryad shy 
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Ne’er suffers Phoebus in her bow’rs to lie ; 

While luring pilgrim wight to stop his way, f 
Lay scatter’d round sweet flow’rs of various dye ; 
Pink in a thousand liv’ries richly gay. 

Red rose, and lily fair, that decks the breast of May. 


xx. 

Here on the grassy meadow \note be seen 
Gay troops of nifiids and youths ih purple dight 
Dancing in jollity along the green. 

While pipe enliv’ning heighten’d the delight. 
Responsive as the feet glanc’d on the sight. 

Twinkling in gay disorder : there beyond. 

Calm in the peaceful vale the lovesick wight 
Strech’d out reposing on the verdant ground, [wound ! 
Dreamt of the darts of Love, and ah ! how sweet they 

xxi. 

Anon soft, tender voices breath d on air, 

“ Come, valiant knight; come, valiant, blest, and wise; 
“ Come, Heav’ns beatitude ybom to share, 

“ And learn to live, ne joy divine despise! 

“ Without what glories strike thy ravish’d eyes ; 

“ O come, and see what glories shine within! 

" Come ; see where Pleasure waits to give tlic prize 
“ Due to the charms her heav’nly Love that win ! 

•• Enter ; to Voauc is bliss, to stay despair and !" ^ 
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XXII. 

The wond’ring knight, along whose breast, L ween, 

Y stole suspicions soul of magic snare. 

Snatch’d at his sword ; but this some sprite unseen 
Had borne away ; a pearly girdle fair 
Supplied its dreadful place ; and fr<jrn his hair. 

Where once pale Terror wav’d the nodding crest. 
Plumes that the gaudy peacock boasts to wear. 

Hung tjuiv’ring to the 'air ; while o’er hjs breast. 

Soft flowing purple fell in folds that pictur’d rest. 

XXIII. 

Again the call melodious breath’d on high. 

Thrilling the raptur’d soul ; the yielding knight. 

Shot on the palace door his ardent eye. 

When sudden floated from the realms of light 
Sounds, that beseem’d the touches of Delight, 

The diapason of an Angel’s lyre ; 

And slowly gliding backwards from the sight. 

The portals wide ’gan to the sound retire, 

And splendours bursten forth, and bright empyreal lire 

xxiv. 

High on a glorious couch which far outshone 
The pomp of kingly pow’r and royal shew, . 

The gorgeous cushion, or the glitt’ring throne, 

Or^ll tha* wealth earth proudly boasts beVow, 
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The Fairy Pleasure, with refulgent brow. 

Reclin’d her dazzling form : one day of light 
Circled Jier beaming head, and Beauty’s glow 
Spread o’er her lovely check its crimson bright 
While ev’ry luring look shot transport and delight ! 

XXV. 

One hand ybore a casket large and gay. 

In which bright jewel, diamond, pearl all fair. 

And costly gem in rich confusion lay ; 

And od’rous frankincens , and spikenard rare. 

And sweetmeat, dainty and delicious fare. 

And lady’s toy ue useful and ne stout ; 

Yet, as unwceting how they valued were. 

She scatter’d them her splendid seat about. 

Till all the precious treasure nigh had droppen out. 


XXVI. 

Her other hand upheld a glitt’ring chain 
Of golden links yform’d, and made below 
A vast ronnd globe unmoving to sustain. 

On which a fairy tribe of stature low 
And tender form tripp’d lightly to and fro. 
Waving their wings whene’er her smile they spy ; 
Yet weak,. I wote, and weary would they grow. 
By long exertign, and to nothing die, 

When quick aiiotlicr band upstarted to thu* a y€ % * 
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XXVII. 

« 

And on her breast a mimic Sun yshone, 

That dazzled bright the eyne of mortal men r 
Till more familar with her they had grown. 

And much its lustre would decayen then : 

For, when once gone, it ne ysheen’d v.gain : 

And her soft feet in down ywrappen were. 

Made of the feat If ry wing of tender wren, * 

Which serv’d, I ween, for gentle buskin fair. 

When she would rise sometime, tho* rising was full rare. 

xxv in. 

In her sweet eyes Love, crown’d with melting rays, 

Sat like a soft enchanter, binding all 
Tin fetter’d soul in rapture and amaze. 

Who by his lining magic doth recall 

The sadden’d, wights of this terrestrial ball 

To festive merriment, and joy with smil< s 

Dimpled beneath her lips, and did ystall 

Within their ruby poutings, who beguiles 

Tile tearful cares of man with liis endearing wili-v 


XXIX. 

And all around her flow’rs of various hue. 

And garlands green, and od’rous perfumes spread. 
For winged boys did ay profusely strew . 

sweet of earth her downy bed ; 
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And gay they sported o’er her lovely head. 

And some with tender fans, that were ymade 
Of wing of butterfly, the breezes led 
To pay her charms obedience, and yplay’d 
In airy circles round the couch where she was laid, 

XXX. 

Behind hei», warbling with delicious note. 

Mild flutes and golden lyres breath’d soft delight. 
And Harmony her gentle round did float. 

And Melody with melting voice invite; 

While fays, high seated upon thrones of light. 
Sung sweet enchanting words to ev’ry sound : 

So that ne mind, nc* smell, ne ear, no sight. 

Could wauten ought, of pleasures that abound. 

So rife was ev’ry joy that mortals love y found 


XXXI. 

Midst all this mingled world of harmony, 

ITp downy steps of pillows soft ymade 

The knight with’ hurrying foot ascended high. 

Where Grace and Beauty were in radiance laid, 

To pleasures glitt’ring couch ; the music play’d 
To livelier notes along his raptur’d soul ; 

While by her side the dame alluring babe. 

The alter’d \yarrior rest; ne blush ystolc 

O’er his gay flieek, ne’gan the tear re pentouitrTfiW** 
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Anon their crowden round their wond’ring guest 

f 

Gay winged nymphs in colour’d robes array’d ;• 
This hung a sparkling jewel on his breast. 

Or round his neck the circling garland laid, , 

With many a pearly bead and joweird braid ; 

That scatter’d perfume o’er his purple dres--. 

Or dropp’d the liquid odours on his head ; * 

These with fair arms his easy feet, caress,' 

Or kemb his waving locks, that, wreaths of ro.'es pi. 


XXXIII. 

First Delicacy soft with languid eye 

Swam smooth along : while o’er her lily eh- ek. 

A veil of shadow ing silk flow’d earclsssh 
Swooping her snowy bosom : for the shriek 
Of fearful woe, if once the sun-beam seek* 

Her face unveil’d, burst piercing on ihe ah 
From her averted lips ; and mild and meek 
The buzzing fly brought grief and wild’ring fear. 
If once her ears he bore his drowsy piping near. 

XXXIV. 

Then Flatt’ry with her dimpled cheek approach’d 
Low bending down her face that secret smil'd. 
And slow ca me on, as if she had encroach’d , 

U pon his time* and all the way beguil’d 
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With scatter’d incense, tho’ ne thing defil’d * 

Her scented progress ; then within his ear 
She pour’d exalting words and praises wild, 

Tho’ ne, I wis, one did her bosom bear. 

But all were form’d without of bubble and of air. 

% 

xxxv. 

Next Gaudiness her colour'd mantle spread 
Upon the dazzled sight with spangles bright 
Of solar lustre : on her .sparkling head 
Mov’d a gay butterfly all richly flight 
With ev’ry colour of the bow of light, 

Whose wide dispread and tender wings ymade 
A fluttering crown : while from an unseen height 
Profusion scatter’d on the glitt’ring bed 
Green em’rald, sapphire blue, ana ruby’s glowing red. 


xxxvi. 

And hist came sporting gaily on the air 
Young Wantonness, with red and fiery eyne, 

N athless in which some tender glances were ; 
And with arch look her head she did incline, . 
And round her temples ivy leaves entw ine. 
Whiles in one hand she bore a figure small. 
Copied from that which still and ay will shine. 
Beauty’s resplendent model, and of all 
High Admiiation claims, the wonder of th^ ban? 
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Her other hand a globe of splendour bare 
Pierc’d round with holes, from which there did # arisc\ 
With od'rous perfume scenting all the air, 

Enraptur’d whispers, and love-breathing sighs, 

And vows of constancy, and tender •cries, 

And now loud laughs that merriment denote 
And fill with echoing joy the smiling skies, • 

t 

And voices now of men right loud and stote, 

And now of females soft and gentle maids, I wote. 

XXXVI II. 

Sudden the goddess took an iv’ry wand. 

Which thrice she wav’d on high as chalking round 
Some airy circle with her magic hand. 

Then droppen it as quickly on the ground ; 

When lo, Sir Guy on’s eyne the portals found, 

Whence came th* inferior deities who sway’d 
O’er Pleasure's gay domain, while gentler sound 
Of tender lutes a melting concord made, [’glade. 
That seem’d to breathe without from some enchanted 


XXX IX. 

First on a crawling sloth ymounted went 
Dull Indolence, with cheek of pallid hue, 
An d lazy h ead on heavy bosom bent, 

AiuT half-shift eyne that squinted all askew ; 
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His jaw-bone eke unto his shoulder grew, » 

That never manlier was ylifted high ; 

And wrapp’d he was in garments ne so few ; 

For downy vestments hid each moveless thigh. 

That from his temples hung, and shrowden o’er his eye, 
• 

»» 

XL. 

And in one*hand a bitter bowl hp held. 

Fill’d with the turbid stream of Lethe drear. 

Whose mould’riug sides Mjere gnawn away by Eld ; 

For ne about it djd he taken care : 

Anil in the other lie did faintly bear 
A bunc h of poppies, which by bards are said 
To grow where. Somnus’ darkling mansions are } 

And eke with these he beat his drowsy head. 

And totter’d on his way, and seem’d to wish for bed. 

XLI. 

Anil uc'xt to him stretch’d sluggishly along. 

In velvet couch cm bloated genii rais’d. 

Went, gorgeous Luxury, witli dance: and song, 

And dainty meats attended; while he- blazd 
With pearls and gold that shrinking vision daz’d ; 

And all the way he eaten some of food, 

Or with his liiutt’nng lips the liquor praisd ; 

And seem’d to think that nought beside was g ood 
But Gluttony and Wcalt h , whose blessings h« had woo’tl. 
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i 

And after him a lovely female form 
Tripp’d blithe along her soul-cnliv’ning way, ' 

Ycleped Beauty ; r Health in blushes warm. 

And thousand charms her glowing cheeks array ; 

Her cyne with Love’s resistless glancbs play : 

While in one hand a sweet Narcissus flow’r 
She carried soft with lily colour gay, 

Bencmpt from that bright youth, who in Sad hour 
Pin’d for his own fair face, while Echo’s had nc pow T ’r. 

XLIII. 

A youth enchain’d adorn’d her other hand, 

Certcs he w r as a lovely little boy: 

His eyne were hidden by a silken band, 

Whic h nathless did his beauty ne destroy ; 

And o’er bis shoulder, ah ! destructive toy! 

A golden quiver stock’d with darts he bore, 

With which unguarded hearts he doth annoy ; 

For tho* so small, yet can he wounricn sore, 

And bid the mournful bre ast be glad and gay lie more. 

XL1V. 

And little winged imps around her head 
Frisk’d on the air ; some carried torches sheen, 

Which double lustre o’er the day did spread, 
AS^GcTtlie s*un had wanting splendour been ; 



PALACE OF PLEASURE. 


173 


And some bore pierc’d and bleeding hearts, I wtjen. 

Which others aimed at in cruel sport 

With poison'd darts, and seemed full of spleen; 

Tho’ in their face they look’d of joyous sort. 

And whirlen up and down, as fairy had them taught. 

XLV. 

At each gay step she took her pat|i along, 

Soft virgins scatter’d Maira’s flow’rets fair. 

And other sweets that to l\er reign belong. 

And all Pomona’s juicy dainties rare. 

The beauteous ornaments of Summer’s wear ; 

And at her feet blaz’d crowns of glorious hue. 

That fill’d witli splendour all the sheening air. 

Which kings and ca’sars ay before her threw : 

To such a peerless maid is royal service due. 

• 

XLV I. 

And her behind danc’d frolicsome Desire, 

With ivy crown’d, in myrtle green entwin’d ; 

Her rolling eyne did mirth and love inspire, 

•And fill’d with ardent hope the youthful mind ; 

And with delightful garland did she hind 
The bending horns of a hot-blooded goat. 

Which wanton’d wild and joyously Ik-hind, 

And sometimes rollen on his rugged coat. 

All sly with leering look, which she had him yto( 
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And eke within her bosom there was lain 
A secret fire, which ne did hurt the heart ; 

But all ylhrillen*with a pleasant pain. 

That in its pleasaunco did forget its smart ; ’*• 

And ne’er from its fair won would it* depart. 

But gain’d fresh fuel from each am’rous thought ; 

And round her did froip unseen stations start 
Disporting satyrs, merriment that taughf. 

And with their frisking ways thy lips to laughter brought. 


XL VI II. 

« 

And after her came soul-onli\’ning Joy, 

With i\y thyrsus in her waving hand. 

Which, if well water’d. Eld can ne destroy; 

And gay she flourish’d high this verdant wand, 
Which ; minstrels sing) the noisy dancing band 
Of drunken satyrs mix’d with maidens fair 
Carried, as Liber’s jovial law s command. 

With curling serpents twin’d within their hair. 

With shouts of triumph mad filling the sounding air. 

XLIX. 

Sooth loud she laughen all the w r ay she went. 

And tripp’d and turned on her wanton beef ; 
J'or^JWwfesoul to merriment was bent, 

Ne did one dismal thought her bosom feel, 
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Ne in her heart had pain once thrust his steel ; 

And on Desire ay lixen was her view, 1 

Eyne tlisjt did Rapture’s swimming rays reveal. 

And were, I wote, of sweet celestial blue : 

Right blithsome danc’d she on, the merfiest of the crew. 

* 

And her beljiud, a most delightful train. 

With joyous st^p tripp’d cheerfully along. 

Of lovely crowned boys, who seem’d to reign 
O er all the actions of the* sportive throng ; 

And regulated they each merry song, 

Beating the sprightly time with iv’ry wand 
On golden globes upheld by silken thong: 

Soft stole the measur’d tinkling from their hand. 
Soothing with even sounds symphonious,cle;u\;md blnud. 


I.T. 

And after them Hew youthful genii high. 

Clotli’d all in airy robes of streaming ligln * 

Stars seem’d to glitter in each sparkling e\ <*. 

So bright and piercing was their eagle sight : 

And on his head each one bore, large and bright, 

A glorious sun that flamed forth to view. 

Like some .tall spire to traveling weary wight. 

That glistens iy the sky serene and blue. 

From wish’d-f&r village church to souvenjy^ceTiVm^vn. 
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And in their hands sweet instruments they bore 
Of heav’nly music rapt’rous to the ear ; .* 

But ue fierce trumpet wliich do grieven sore 
The widow’d dame, and give her quaking fear ; 
Sounds that to warrior bold is pleasaunco dear ; 
Ne harsh resounding drums that call to war, 

And rouse the sleeping ire of battle drear, ' 

% 

Ne sounding clarions that the foemen draw. 

To mortal fight, I ween, ne know soft Pity’s law. 

^ i 

LIII. 

But breath’d they, well I wis, the blander sound 
Of other numberless soft notes yplay’d 
To gentle water-falls that dash’d around 
A murm’ring melody, and concord made, 

With sweeter skill than Nature e’er display’d ; 
Some holden shepherd pipes of rural charm. 

That float so tender thro’ the bower’d glade ; 

And some mild lutes that Anger’s rage disarm. 
And sound ne furious fight, ne bellow rude alarm. 

LIV. 

And some thro’ mellow horn delightful pour’d 
Their quiv’ring breath, as if along the wood 
Cha ste Di an with her nymphs the steps expjor’4 
Or savage boltr, that wets his tusks with blood. 
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Or wily fox, sad foe to chicken brood ; 

And some deliciously the flute inspir’d. 

That wartdes to the cascade’s tumbling flood ; 

While others by Dan Phcrbus’ spirit fir’d. 

Their voice attemp’red sweet, of melody* ne’er tir’d. 
* 

LV. 

And last to *lose the fine majestic sight, 

» 

A lovely chorus* crown’d with laurel green. 

Of beauteous girls, in flowing purple dight, 
Chauuted transporting hymns of joy, I ween. 
Exalting the gay palace and its queen, 

A nd all the way disprfcdden they her praise. 

Like those fair boys at Grecian worship seen. 

That did in songs their herc%fc* glories raise. 

And all their noble deeds and valiant actions blaz< , 


I. VI. 

Now pass’d along this glitt’ring rabblement. 

And circled thrice the palace till they drew 
tn trained majesty, to where intent 
Upon the shew with fix’d and wond’ring view 
The knight still nourish’d admiration new ; 

Then on their knees before their dame on high, 
Who satten by his' side, themselves they threw ; 
When thus, arising with most lovely eye. 

She wav’d her jily hand, and spoken gracefully^, 


a a 
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“ What are the joys that mortals can bestow ? 

“ Pleasures as soon as they arise that fly, 

“ The fading sweetness of the flow’rs that blow. 

“ The passing splendour of a summer’s sky 
“ With my delights can such rejoicing vie ? 

“ Short perfume give the roses gay and red, 

“ For in a day they dropp, they fade, they die ; 

“ But see A rabia from her scented head 

With endless odours rich the jfknv’iy landscape spread- 

I. Mil. 

“ Such are the charms that real joy can boast, 

“ That joy which only dw^p where I reside ; 

“ That joy w hich only loves this beauteous coast, 

“ And vows w ith me for ever to abide. 

“ Each sweet of Heav’n is waiting at my Side ; 

“ With me the day with clouds is ne’er o’ er-cast ; 

“ O’er placid Night the stars for ever ride ; 

“ With me gay Fancy is herself surpass’d, 

“ And bliss, consummate bliss, by mortals gain’d at last. 

LIX. 

“ The rapt’rous cup I offer to mankind, 

“ Nobles and monarchs have rejoic’d to share ; 

“ HefjjgaJiave erst upon this breast reclinld, r 
# ^ ^ 

“ Ne gods themselves disdain’d to call me fair; . 
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Chains were mine eyne, and fetters was my hair. 

I 

Do mortals then presume to call me vile, 

To say my palace is the den of care ; 

To say that serpents in my dimples smile, 

And fatal venom black, and wretchedness, and guile ? 

LX. 

This preoidus casket that. adorns my hand, 

The gods abqve yform’d for my delight ; 

Fair Venus brought it me by their command, 

And gave the prize with ev’ry beauty dight : 

Cupid, the beauteous boy, was in alfright. 

Lest I should spoil his quiver of its store ; 

For all bow’d low before mv piercing sight, 

Ne thought of him the blinded urchin more, 

Ne sought his altars lorn, ne did the god adore. 


• LXI. 

In this my house no raging passions storm, 
Anger, ne envy, ne revengeful hate ; 

Ne sullen woes the gay abode deform ; 

Ne harsh decrees of life-destroying fate ; 
Eternal sunshine beams before my gate; 


The tender pleasures round me ever dance, 
Society, ne serious and sedate, 


Soft Friendship^ fatn’cUo smooth the rocks of chance, 
And Lovf, that doth the soul in rapt’rous dreams en- 


trance. 
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* 

** Here, if the fainting palmer seek repose, 

“ Pillows of down await his weary head, 

“ Sleep with smooth hand his heavy eyne to close, 

• - 

“ Music divine* to warble round his bed, 

“ And the rich feast with mantling goblets spread : 

“ Here trip the Cyprian nymphs ay blithe and gay, 

“ Tempting with ruby lips, and cheeks as red ; 

" Hi :re the light Loves’ and wanton Zephyrs play. 

And spring for ever smiles, for ever gems the day 1 

r 

LXIII. 

>f Come then, ye travelers in the mie of Lib*, 

“ Ye, whose sad cheeks are wet with falling tears, 

“ Ye, who have battled in the scenes of strife, 

“ And ye who tremble w r ith appalling fears ; 

“ Here drop your burdens, here lay up your cares , 

“ Here without foolish labour shall ye find 
“ Riches, and Peace, that ay smooth forehead wears, 

“ And pleasures never to be left behind ; 

“ Come then, ye mortals, come ; come, O ye wise 
mankind !” 


LX iv. 

Mild as the whispers of enraptur’d Love, 

Fell the soft music of her magic tongue ! . 

Dew ne’er dropp’d softer from the skies dboye, 
.# * 

Nbr on the litvc a sweeter nectar liunar 1 
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Persuasion never had so deftly sung : 

For, when she ended her melodious speech, 

A still enchantment pour’d the train among : 
Rapture did chain applause from futile reach. 
And silence, swaying all, unutter’d praises teach ! 

. • 

LXV. 

Sir Guyon Wy entranc’d upon his bed. 

At the harmonious voice that caught his ear. 

Till with a soft caress she rais’d his head. 

And to her side with mildness brought him near. 
Bidding him nc her dazzling splendour fear ; 

And with sweet words, she did the knight allure. 
With dainty speeches, and embraces dear. 

So that ne chastity he would endure. 

But called her his own, himself her paramour ! 


END OF CANTO I. 




THE 

* 
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THE 



CANTO II. » 


The horrors ami tremendous scenes* 
Which s.id SirGuyou shent ; 

Till from above Religion fair 

% 

Bi ought Glory and Content. 




Ah ))ic 1 how Pleasure doth the soul enthrall! 

How lure mankind with her accursed charms ! 

How hid the learned and the hero fall; 

And teach the strong to melt within her arms ! 

LCen modesty, sweet maiden tail’, she warms, . 

* 

If once she kiss her lovely blushing check. 

Away th* endearment chaster thought alarms, 

^nd soon the senses joys untasted seek; 

*Till this heav’u-mouldcd frame sinks down unnerv’d 
and weal*! , 

. n b 


0 
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II. 

Ask ye a witness this lament 1o prove ? 

Roam when' Italia boasts ht r beav’nlv sky: 

There o’er the topibs of Death am! Meiu’ry rove. 

Till the sad sculptur’d marble meet thine eye, 

In whieli Urbino’s mould’ ring relies lie ! , 

Then pause, and wee]) ! O weep to think how low 
Great Raphael fell, and from a throne how high 
To shameful death ! O let the tear-drops How, 

For ne’er before was known such cause of wail and woe! 

in. 

Full sov’n bright months the knight in joying spent. 
Feasts, and gay dances, and rich masquerade, 

And unchasle Love’s delicious merriment. 

That maketh strength to (lag and cheeks to fade: 

Now' thro’ some bow’ ring copse or leafy glade 
He tripp’d with lovely nymphs in sprightly round. 

To the soft sound that flute enchanting made ; 

Now lay on velvet spread along the ground. 

While music swell’d on high, that Orpheus might 
astpund. 


IV. 

Soon as the morning o’er the verdant’ isle 
Pour’d the bright rays from forth her splendid eyne, 
And waken’d Nature all around ’gan smjle * 

To see her offspring dight. so gay and fine. 
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Soft-falling perfumes, as a dainty sign » 

Of dawning day, did on Sir Guyon show’r 
Around the couch where sleep did him recline ; 
Eftsoous then rose he to salute the hous. 

Or still yd umber'd on with his fair paramour. 


When ’twas his pleasure to be rotis’d, I ween. 
Melodious voices ’gan salute his ear 
Of lively Nymph*, yclad hi mantles sheen. 

Who rouml the bed, where with his Ionian dear 
He wanton laid, in duyees play’d yfero; 

While, from unseen musicians there arose 
Sweet mingli d sounds, repelling grief severe. 

Of shepherd pipes, that el leer the mountain brows. 
And golden lyres renown’ d for soothing royal woes. 


VI. 

Then walking forth, in lukewarm bath he dipp’d, 
Srill cheer’d by gentle voice ot lyric muse, 

Whiles a sweet nymph that sung as on she tripp’d, 
Caine, with a cup, in which she did infuse 
Oblivion’s soothing balm, that bids us lose 
All thought, of what fell out the day before : 

•So that, the present hour, when Pleasure woos. 
Doth seem tef bring fresh glee imto our dooy 
Ami ev’/y taste of joy enraptures more and more. 
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Now from his side by velvet, sash she hum; 

A glitt’ring sword, but not. for hardy fight : 

For it was neither large, no sharp, ne strong. 

But made of rubies rare and jewels bright, \ 

To grace the wearer, and to daze tlift sight. 

And all ! in these degen’ rate days, alas ! 

Full many a useless ^outh, pert, vain and li'ght , 

W e see in warlike toys all gaily pass, • 

Laughing with vacant stare, like any trilling lass. 

VI n. 

« 

Thus proudly dight, fair Pleasure led him on 
To dainty feasting spread on silken say. 

Where Bacchus’ richest treasures sparkling shorn , 

And all Pomona’s juicy presents lay : 

Whiles ev’ry llow’r in Maia’s scented swpy. 

Breathing sweet odours all the daint ies crown’d . 

And eke above their heads did Zephyr play 
Among the whisp’ring foliage with sweet sound. 

And flutes, pipes, lyres, and zephyrs mix’d their warb 
lings round. 

# c 1 ■ 

IX. 

Anon, when ended this delicious meal, 

An hundred sprightly nymphs, as fair as Atom, 

Mov’d in the graceful dince, or tripp’d the reel, 
Whose waWng curls gay chaplets did adorn : 
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So skips the Persian antelope, or fawn. 

Of forest Windsor bight, renown’d in song 
By TwicV’nam’s gentle swain. All knight forlorn ! 
By Pleasure's bright, allurements led along, [wrong. 
Soon wilt tjiou shake thy head, and say that all was 
> • 

x. 

Through this enchanting spot there gently flow’d 
A crystal river, bight the Stream of Bliss, 

On whose mild waves if any mortal rode. 

Soft breathing airs his thrilling cheek would kiss. 
That seem’d to rise from underneath, I wis ; 

And whilst the watch, ’gainst the shore did move, 

(A verdant shore, such as of Thai n us is,) 

They made sweet melody, and sounds of love, 

As if some poet swain was chanting thro’ tlie grove. 


xi. 

And on its lovely shores with verdure green, 

A thousand flow’rs in painted splendour grew. 

The blushing rcJse, of tloral plains the queen. 

The modest lily of angelic hue. 

The gorgeous jsun-flow’r, vi’let gaily blue. 

Tulip, that boasts the rainbow’s varied streaks. 

The speckled pink, heart’s-easc for lovers true. 
Primrose, as fair as lovesick maiden’s checks, 

And serious«poppy, sweet tifhim that quiet seeks. % 
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Eke when each winding bank turn’d graceful roun.i- 

A cooling bow’r entic’d with verdant shew. 

Where fanning £\jrsand whisp’ring leaves were found. 

And other blandishments that can s forego : • 

For there young Zephyr ay doth gently blow. 

Waving his wings and warbling all the while 

To the sw r eet, saunt’ring, soothing, stream Inflow; 

* 

And on its top did sprightly Flora smile, 

Wv* a'tiing her garlands gay to deck tli’ enehanting i«h 


And round tin* beauteous landscape graceful shone. 
Shaded above with green o’er waving how’rs. 
Delightful temples, white with Parian stone; 

This the bright dwelling of the dancing hours. 

That of dame Venus and the wanton powr’s; 

One where fair Beauty la id her blooming s\va\, 

On vvlii eh celestial odour ever show Vs ; 

Another where gav Fancy’s fairies play, 

With rainbow -colour’ d w ings and eyes of glitt’ring 
day. _ 


On this delicious stream, when Noon’s bright, god 

Pour’d flaming radiance o’er the cloudless sky. 

His tender feet witli velvetsandal shod, ' < 

» 

Sir 0uyon rode,**vhile Pleasure satten nigh : 
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Soft mov’d the boat., and soft the waves ran by. 

Beneath the silver oars, to whose clear sound * 
Responsive lutes form’d tender minstrelsy ; 

Fnraptur’d breezes bore the charm around. 

And in one chain of joy all nature’s woilvs were wound. 

. » 

XV. 

And nodding, graceful o’er the gurgling stream 
The quiv’ring trees y form’d a trembling shade, 

A 

Dancing like airy vision of a dream. 

That ne’er one lasting fix’d impression made; 

\nd in their waving houghs the feather’d choir 
Chanted sweet carols iyom the bending spray •- 
While others glitt’ring in the noon-tide fire. 

Spread broad theb painted plumage to the day'. 

And twitt’ring high in air skimm’d far from earth an ’n 

• xvi. 

Thus glorious all with gold and carvings rare. 

The puis’nous goblet, mix’t for black’niug death. 

Invites the soul to quaff away its care. 

Whiles Fate and Torment lie unseen beneath : 

Quick draughts are drawn : then groans the heaving 
breath ; 

Down falls the cqp; and fall e’en monarchs must; 
Strength, povv’r, pomp, wealth, and ah! the floral wreath 
Of festive joy is trampled in the dust; 

And man, the lord of earth, of all herslav<jp the worst* 
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I 

Alluring smiles fair Pleasure’s lips array’d. 

More pleas’d she seem’d than e’er she had before; 
Yctev’iy smile mysterious thoughts betray’d, 

And her smootlj aspect joy unusual wore- : 

In her white hand a silken fan she bore. 

Which ever and anon, with head inclin’d 
She held up to her eyes, that, glanc’d the mo^e 
At the charm’d knight, 'as soft and slow the wind 
Mov’d the gay boat along, who nought amiss could find. 

xvi 1 1. 

Still at the helm he sat with tott’ring frame. 

For Bacchus had absorb’d his manly soul,^ 

And still lie thought her lovely looks tile same. 

On whom was fix’d his strong affection whole: 

Now high til’ encreasing waves began to roll. 

Yet so diverted was his fetter’d eye, 

He 1 bought himself lie hast’ning to his goal, 

No once abated the gay symphony 

Of licav’nly music round, that did the waves belie. 


XIX. 

Loose reel’d the boat; Sir Guyon, fast enchain’d 
By the bright beauty of th’ enchanting fair. 
Mov’d not, ne turn’d, ne look’d about, ne phfhi’d 

Of the big swelling of the stream so rare, , * 

• % 
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Ne hoard the rising winds that fill’d his hair, , 

Ne saw the tempest gath’ring o’er his head. 

Or the black frown the stormy skies ’gan wear ; 

While dreadful glooms around the isle ^ were spread. 

And clouds and thuifder s well’d, all dreary, dark, and 
% 

dread. , 

xx. 

Sudden a direful noise re-echoed, round ; 

The vengeful daemons of the tempest roar ; 

The waters foam, upheaves the trembling ground. 

And all th\ enchanting harmony is o’er! 

Pleasure’s gay veil, that once in pride she wore, 

% 

Starts from her face ; Hell rages in her eye ; 

Upon her shoulders dragon wings she bore ; 

And loud and fierce was her hyaena cry ! 

lh- falls, he sinks! the storm roars loud, and passes by. 

XXI. 

O ye who e’er “ with passions boiling high 
Quaff with delight th’ intoxicating bowl,” 

That asks the lip; and sparkles in the eye. 

Dash from your sight the. poison of the soul : 

From gay deceit the borrow’d splendour stole 
Was mix’d by luring Pleasure’s fatal hand 
With deadlier venom than the noisome hole 
Of the fierce Viper breathes upon the’ land, 

Or Ataby’s’black wind that whirls the parching sand^ 
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XXII. 

Tho’ wooing smiles once deck her painted cheek. 
Frowns will succeed that blacken e’en the night); 

4 

Frowns that can make the luirdv warrior weak, 

And smiling Bguuty’s veruiil How* ret blight! 

Tho’ warm her wooing, and her lool^tho’ light. 

Cold Care and icy Horror lurk beneath. 

And Weariness, and Want with visage whitp. 

And ev’ry dtemon with* envenom’d breath, 

That weaves the web of Woe, and digs the grave 
Death ! 


XXT1I. 

Dark rolling waves oppress’d Sir Guvon’s head ; 

I:i vain he llo'inder’d in the whelming, tide ; 

The wateis breaking from their troublous bed 
In roar confus’d along bis temples glide ! 

Eftsoons the mighty swelliug did subside,. 

Low groan’d the hollow caverns deep below ! 

The bursting ground yawn’d hideously wide ; 
Down sinks the hapless knight ; the billows flow 
Unheeded o’er his head, and rage and roar lie mot*. 

XXIV. 

Anon his eyne wide op’ning, and his lyeast 
Gatli’ring its scatter’d thoughts, he secs befpre 
His tott’ring feet, that look’d in vain for rest, 

A gloomy wilderness, where tempests roar. 
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And Heav’n looks over angry, from its store 
Of liery vengance pouring all around 
Wind, storm, and hail, and rain of dropping gore. 
Thunder, yshaking all the desart ground. 

And lightning’s ilamirfg shafts, that, sin ayd vice astound 


xxv. 

4 

No blooming flow’r the dreary lyndseape know. 

No. cheerful tree, no streamlet gurgling slow, 

No quiet. glade, no sky of azure blue, 

No level lawn, no meadow given and low. 

No anv sweet that holds delightful know. 

*. • 

Hero spare and ragged, fate to mortal taste, 

The deadly nightshade to the daylight foe. 

Wav’d still and solemn to the howling blast. 

And the dark cypress bow’d amid the joyless waste ! 

• 

XXVI. 

And where the middle of this desart stood, 

A languid stream with sullen inurin’ rings flow’d. 

Like that black river by the hero view’d 
Benenipt Tineas, when the shades he trod. 

With Sybil wand’ring from* her dark abode, 

Ycleped Lethe, cf oblivion hight 
The gentle river, on which he who rode, 

To quaff t^o Abater, quick forgotten quite 

All past, and o’er again could sip the san* delight. * 
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4 

But ah ! diverse of these dire waves the taste ; 

Which, when the lip had touch’d the nauseous'stream^ 

Call’d to the mind each ill that had gone past, 

« 

Each vice once sJipl from mem’ry &s a dream.: 

Then fierce Repentance rising slowly pame, 

The genius of the river, from beneath. 

And with rude scourges whipp’d the torturVi frame ; 
Till, wond’rous, all the soul was calm and eath, 

And blest Heav’ns just decrees, and grew resign’d k- 
death. 


xxviii. 

Before that mortal man escapes this place 
These heavy waters dull must, passed be ; 

Nath less they started at its horrid face. 

Who went to pass, and often back would flee. 

Atraid its horrid aspect e’en to see : 

But bolder wights who held the other shore. 

Gain’d from its terrors nought but liberty, 

And reach’d a sky that fadeless splendour wore, [roar. 
Where storms lie beat and blow, ne waters rage and 


xxix. 

Much thought the knight upon the glqomy scene, 
When sudden yelling thro’ the darken’d ai{. 

As if all Tartarus dissolv’d had been, 

■ ♦ 

Lqgions of da^ions howl’d within his car. 
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Starting from posts unseen, and sent by Care, , 

From whom the horrid wilderness was hight. 

To tortuTc souls with vice that conquer’d were. 
Hideous with scorpion tails and faces vvhite 
On coal-black bodies, ‘fierce and horrid io the sight ! 

XXX. 

Now with i'ude talon sharp they ^pierc’d his breast. 

Or his side tortur'd with deep-goring horn : 

First one, more grim and loathsome than the rest. 
Shaking his ragged locks and checks forlorn, 

A fiend of Filth and Dissipation born, 

Benempt Disease, from jaws all pois'nous shed 
Venom so black. Unit it would darken morn. 

Which pierc’d his marrow, and shot thro’ his head. 
And o’er the air around a foul contagion spread ! 

xxxi. 

And him behind, another imp of hell. 

With faded eyne, and face of sallow hue. 

While ever and anon a hollow yell 
Shriek’d on ihe wind, upon his body flew. 

With tiger claws ypinching it all blue : 

And he was hight infernal Want, I ween. 

Begot of the hag Pleasure, mortal view 
Deceiving, and th’ inchanter, whose house sheen. 

By him, the rdral bard*, so sweet describ^ hath been? 

• * Thomson, 
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And next him started on the knight, I wot. 

« 

A most surprising fiend, whose visage pale 
Was branded all about with dusky spot 
Made by the fiery iron, heavy bale 
To him that doth with impious hand hssail 
The laws of righteous Justice ; and lie bight 
Foul Infamy, ay driv’n J>y Woe and Wail, ' 

And pointing Scorn of moderation light,' 

\nd brazea-tongu’d Reproach,, ne silent in the night. 


xxxui. 

( 

Broad from the shoulders of this monster rare 
Wings, such as hold in air the wabbling hat. 

Cast round a dreadful gloom upon the air. 

The which beneath if mortal body sat, 

Cold shiv’ rings seiz’d him, spirits waxed tint. 

A thousand noises bellow’d in his ear, 

And mov’d he ay to this side ami to that ; 

Nathless lie ue* escap’d the shadow drear, 

Unless high pow’r came down his sinking soul to ( hear. 

XXX IV. 

His face was pallid, and had horrid beak 

r Of owl projecting out, by which two (‘yes . 

That wink’d at light of day, roll’d on his 'check : 

< 

. O’er them, if «Ur he saw the morning skies, 
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His claws he layen would, till night arise ; 

And eke his head was full of ears behind, * 

That, nought Reproach's curses mote disguise, 

Ne foul cllnise mote be dissolv’d in wind ; 

So that nc ease, ne rest, lie c in fort coftld lie find. 

» 

• # XXXV. 

And then a monstrous rabhlement Uicre pass'd 
Of rude mishnpen wights, a horrid shew : 

Till slowlj pacing onward came at last 
\ long, lean sppetre, imp of Vice and Woe, 
llight Melancholy, with deportment low. 

Whose moveless eye # was fix’d upon the ground. 

For she was ay to light and day the foe ; 

And o'er her head a sweeping veil she bound, 

Which trailed long below, and swept, upon the ground. 

, XXXVI. 

But she, 1 ween, was not that virgin mild. 

The poet woos along sequester’d grove. 

By bubbling stream or rustling tree beguil’d 
To think of serious joy and lieav’nly love, 

Such as the. songs of that high bard approve. * 

Dan Milrnii, warbler of seraphic lyre. 

When in root walk of ev’ning he would rove, * 

■% 

Daughter .of biight.-lrair’d Vesta, and the Sire* 

* • 

Of him ’gainst whose high throne theTitagsdar’d conspire, 

* Sc** 11 PetiSOio-'u. * 9 



200 


PALACE OF PLEASURE. 


1 


XXXVII. 

I 

But ne divine was her detested form, 

Ne sadly sweet, nc melancholy mild ; 

Around her howling drove the black’ning storm. 

And o’er her burst the tempest tossing wild : 

Ne was there ought in her that heart lieguil’d 
With luring grace ; ne “ eync of dewy light,” 

Ne soothing look ; but front with frown defil’d, 

Eye with wild terror hideously bright. 

And steps that started quick, and wails that witch’d 
one white. 


xxxvin. , 

Whene’er the knight thought, mov’d, or look'd around 
This horrid hag was frowning in his eye; 

E’eri tho’ the other daemons were not found. 

Still all her horrors were for ever nigh : 

If e’er he wish’d, his feet refus’d to fly, * 

And down he sunk despairing on the earth ; 

In vain he begg’d with burning tears to die, 

And curs’d the fatal hour that saw his birth, [worth. 
And mourn’d remember’d vice, and wept forgotten 

xxxix. 

Full oft with weary step he wander’d on, 

, O’er the wild landscape dark with black’ning heath ; 
Full oft stopt sadly where the cypress lone 
Catight in its l^ves the blast’s envenom’d breath, 
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Arul weav’d with dropping tears the mournful wreath;. 

Then crown’d Ids head, and sigh’d with nu*ni*ry' thought 

Of the gay garlands on Ins temples cath 
♦ 

lu Pleasure’s luring palaee, dearly bought, [taught. 
With pangs that rend the heart, ne peace, ue pity 

t 

* I 

XL. 

TliPii on its <dooinv bark Ins pmip would trace 
• • ^ 

Carv’d hy the hand of solitary v^n»hi. 

Names that once’ wander’d in tins hoir.d place, 

OiK '* lay in the *oft Lp <*' c;a * t. ( . r ht. 

And h it from >i*mshra .‘ into ImU* ».o infill. 

There saw he, oond rjir» * i i n n* :*> p'wv’r, 

Those of the <| a ceil, who Cleopatra luuht, 

And iainoas Anto>,iv, in i* paumtoui. 

Whose sloth y lost so oil Rome’s greenest., gay. si ilotv’r ! 


• \L1. 

Then Nero’s name abhorred caught his eye 
Stamp'd in red characters <>f human blood : 

Him, tin; wild wretch of wanton cruelty. 

Gay Pleasure toss’d within her win lining flood. 

When to her arms the sanguine tyrant woo’d • 

With joyous breast her gUtl’ring goblet quail’d. 

While by his sidp Ins weeping country stood : • 

Yet still his.lips drew in the rapt’rous draught. 

Nor st6pt he' once, unless when at her woe3 he laught. 

n d . • 
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Next knew he fierce Domitian’s hand, I wol. 

Unmanly tort’rer of the harmless fly ; 

And him* that in Thala\ colour’d grot 
Raptur’d with pencil gay the feasted eye, 

And that lamented youth t, whose hand could vie 
With soft Italia’s Prince of Painters gay : 

O’er these two last full oft the tender sigh, 

That mourn’d their teulpted youth and heedless play, 
Breath’d o’er the gloomy heath, and brought the tear 
away. 

XL1II. 

Tir’d of the mournful task the wedping knight 

Cast on the earth his pale and ling’ring form, 

When lo, bright bursting from the realms of light. 

An angel figure stream’d before the* storm ! 

Where’er she llew, the c louds no more deform 

« 

The dear blue sky ; all smiling was the sce ne ; 

Upon her cheek youth’s blushes gay and warm 
Were mixt with matron gravity ; her mien 
Bespoke the seraph soul, majestic, sweet, serene. 

xuv. 

O’er her fair shoulders hung a robe of white. 

Not gaudy, gay, or glitt’ring in the air,‘ 

But chaste and plain it pleas’d the tasteful sight. 

And to the modest made its owner dear ; , • 

* ^Raphael. t Kirk. 
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Of ebon colour was her Bowing hair. 

Type of grave judgment, and exalted thought; 

Upon her arm, I'ke alabaster fair. 

Hung the blest Cross, which peace and comfort brought. 
And she had eyes from which pain mote have pleasure 
caught. 


XI.V. 

By her right side a lovely gentle maid 
Smil’d like a cherub on the raptur'd scene ; 

In attic robe her polish’d form array’d 
Mov’d modest on ; and from her easy mien 
A thousand winning graces, charms serene. 

Raptur’d th’ admiring soul ; her graceful arm 
Bore a smooth vase with crystal water sheen 
I dl’d to the brim : health gave her ev’ry charm, |Tcalm. 
And call’d her name Content, wise, humble, fair, and 

XI. vi. 

And on her left a radiant figure shone, 

Y doped Glory, clad in robes of light. 

Upon her 1 ('tuples beam’d a golden crown. 

Dazzling with pointed rays the shrinking sight; 

And her lair lnutds with strings of silver bright 
A lyre celest ial held ; from which whene’er 
Call’d by the first fair virgin rob’d in white, 

She .pour’d such rapt’rous numbers on the ear. 

That Phoebus burst his clouds, and all the sky was clear* 
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f 

Behind the beaming trio flew along 
A iieaut eo t.-» hand, ail fair, all mildly gav ; ’ 

> f 

Ne’er was there s on so bright a virgin throng. 

Not e eti when \*esta heid her sacred dav 
On Rome’s glad hills, and call’d her nyiids a\\!iy 
In slow procession to her sacred fane : 

Around their tentjiies nodding lilies play t 
In simple wreath; Temp’ ranee without a, stain. 

Grave Wisdom, chearful Ileallh, and Peace that knows 
ne pain. 


XLYIIl. 

The weeping knight uprais’d his trembling form. 

Gazing w ith eye rehash'd upon the siglr; ; 

# 

Hush’d was the howling of the dreadful storm. 

And the dark heath lie saw not with affright. 

As erst his cyne w< re wont ; tit m and upright 
liis soul within did seem to hid him stand ; 

When sudden Glory wav’d her robe of light, 

And o’er the harp swept her melodious hand, [land. 
While tile fair form in white tints ehaunted o’er the 


xlix; 

Ah ! where is gone gay Pleasure’s luring eve r 
“ Where gone her winning step and trancing song 
“ Where fled the splendour of her summer sky ? 

“ Where hid fh\sportings of her festive throng 5 
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“ And why is spread this dreary heath along ? 

9 

“ »V In mves the storm to sound his terrors here ? 

a in t«o th.s air do glooms and fears belong? 

“ W 1 n drops the mortal’s eye the mournful tear ? 

“ \V ijy sigh--* his yelling breast? Why allies that breast 
pith rare 


L. 

Alas ! ’twas Phasure planted it. with thorns ! 
Thorns ii d in hop 'is, and dipt in neetar’d dew 
FI ‘dv’is, likr 1 Ip * ros th;d Maia’s head adonis; 


Dew, such a 1 * studs the morning’s girdle blue ! 

Drigid \v;;s h»>rcup, and of resplendent hue; 

* 

Yet gloom and horror lurk’d witlihi the howl! 

Love from her evne a thousand arrows drew, 

7 


Yet t.pt with poison black, that softly stole [stall. 
Thro’ all tile trembling veins, then rent and rack’d the 


LI. 


“ Come thi'ii — O come to this composing breast! 
“ Come ; on the Cross repose the weary head ! 

“ Come! For this.bosom soothes the tir’d to rest. 


“ And this hard Cross yet makes an easy bed! • 

“ This hand can join again ‘life’s parted thread ! 

“ This eye can animate the pallid cheek 

“ With one warm look, tho’ health has long been fled! 

* * 

“ This arm can raise to strength the drooping weak, 

‘‘ Tins arm tl#e dart of woe, the rack of torture break I 
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« 

“ My name’s Religion. lie who reigns above 
** Cails me his own : by his celestial seat, ' 

“ Where Angelshymn the God of Peace and Love, 

“ His chosen handmaid was I form'd io stand: 

“ I am the chief of all th* angelic butyl, 

" Sent by his mercy to the son of man, 

“ To heal his woes with voice of comfort bland, 

4 

** To sooth the labour of his toiling span* 

“ \nd give the high reward when well his race he ran 

Lin. 

“ Come then, thou Mourner, come to this soft breast. 5 

“ Thou, whom false Pleasure taught her task of woe • 

# 

“ Thou, who in vain hast sought relief and rest 
“In this dark scene, this dreary waste below, 

“ Come shelter peaceful from the blasts that blow, 

“ The turbid blasts of sorrow and deceit! 

“ These gentle arms, ne grief, ne trouble know ; 

“ This gentle breast did ne’er with anguish beat ; 

“ This placid bosom ne’er the furious tempest meet ! 

LIV, 

. 

“ Yon dreaded stream where s^d Repentance rears 

* ' - < 

“ His tort’ring scourge, my potent hand can calm, 

# m 

“ Sooth his fierce anger, when thy bosom fears, . 
“.And stop his hand, and turn the destin’d lia'rm ! 
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** In gen’rous bre asts, when I instil the balm, , 
w Of gentle Peace 1 , Repentance racks ne moi-t 
A gain ‘exerted is the rising arm ; 

1,4 For true repentance virtuous yctions.shew : 

*' Content then smiles again, ne mourns ‘returning woe! 


LV. 

Come- thffn, thou mourner! he^e forget thy cares, 

" lien 1 lay that pallid form, that trembling heart; 

* fc See, where Content her healing draught prepares, 

“ And hark! how Glory, brightest of the blest, 

Ck Strikes the loud harp ! her splendours all confest. 

See where she stands, and calls thee to Renown! 

“ Here in my bosom ever honour’d rest ! 

* 

vi Come! Glory waits with her rewarding crown, * 

■ And sweet Contentment smiles, and Nature drop* 
“ her frown) 


LVI, 

da ceas’d! Creation’s uni\ersal frame 
Brighten’d wit li joy; before the wondYmg eye 
From the bright welkin beams of radiance cain& 
And solar splendour stream’d along the sky : ", 

The airy glooms evaporate and die ? . .• 

The barren heath* with flow’ry beauty gay 
Throws thousand sweets of fragrant scent on high; 
Repentanue Tplls his turbid stream away. 

Creation, skies, and fields enliven into daf. 
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Here verdant plains extend their velvet green, 

Th ere tin- awed soul surveys the rocky steep 
Here elust’ring groves oYrhang the wood, and seem, 

i 

And yonder Ocean's l>hn-cy< d Naiads s\\rc*|>: 

Anon \vid< * rumbling down the vainf deep. 

From the grand mountain's sky-saluting In iehf, 
Where musing 1 SoliUu^* delights to sic* p, #l 
The* foaming cat’ met, sparkling to the light. 

Bounds oYr the echoing field, and dash on the sight. 


i.vm. 

Soft to the jjruttle of the ripplmg stream. 

The {lather’d songsters waihlc from tly grove; 

Life's vain enjoyments seem a liverish dream. 

And all the soul is lost in joy and love. 

What sonnet tend’ivr than the cooing dove? 

What music sweeter than the throstle’s song? 

Ah, here, if here the pilgrim’s footsteps row. 

Here where the rural graces love to throng, j wrong. 
Here shall lie rest his hopes, nor iind Chose hopes were 

LIX. 

The knight enraptur’d clhsp’d herbosojw round : 
Serenest Pleasure warm’d his alter’d breast;. 

And, as his eyne hui angel soother found,. 

i. 

t. 


They darted g^tefui glances that confest 
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How lov’d that heart which call’d his woes to rest. 

Then Glory came, and fix’d upon his head * 

The crown of honour and the warlike crest. 

And shining helm, so long that useless laid. 

And to his graceful side y fix’d the deathful blade. 

t • 

, # # LX. 

64 Go,” sung she, striking her exalted lyre, 

4 * Go lift, th’ Oppress’d, and beat ill’ oppressor low ; 
ct Go, where sad .Justice sees her sons expire, 

“ And Tyranny quaffs down the tears of Woe ! 

“ Eternal peace shA.il chear thy breast below, 

<k And when Heav’n calls thee to its arms above, 

“ Immortal splendour beam around thy brow! 

Go ; Virtue calls thee ; watch her guiding eye ; 

“ When Virtue draws the sword, tempests and storms 
defy! 

LXI. 

# 

“ Peace ne abides with Indolence and Ease,’/ 

Sung mild Contentment, pouring from her urn 
Th* invigorating draught ; while* ev’ry breeze 
Caught her soft lay, and whisper’d it in turn ; 

46 Peace bids her sons the task of virtue learn, 

“ As great Alckhjs’ self y thought of old ; 

“ ’Tis thro’ the rock the hidden mine we earn. 

“ This goblet quaff; ’twill warm, tho’ pure and cold, 

* “ When Gloryts crown is thine, Cqptent will crown 
the bold,”,, e e . » 
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LXII. 

« 

“ Enough!” Sir Guyon cried, and from her hand. 
Caught to his lips th’ inestimable bowl ; , 

Fidl swell liis veins; his breast and nerves expand, 
And rising ardour heaves within his soul : 

•j * < i 

Already see his eyue the destin’d goal, « 

Where Gloiy and Content, their Crowns display; 
Thro’ his warm heart the rapl’rous limey stole; 

He pants to bound ifi his advent’rous way, 

And thus burst wildly forth, with inspiration gay : 

LXII i. 

“ Lead, lead along, ye Angel bind divine ! 

“ Lead, lead along ! 1 go, 1 leap, 1 fly ’ 

“ Lead, where ye list; where Phoebus ay doth shine, 
“ Or blust 'ring tempests drive along the sky. 

“ Nought can affright my soul, or turn mine eye : 

“ Vice I despise, and opposit ion scorn, 

“ Pleasure’s lewd arts, and all her crew defy ; 

“ When night is fled, who hails not lively mom? 

“ 0 lead your Warrior on, again to glory horn ! 

* 

LX1V. 

He ceas’d; and as ybroken from the tod 
The raging lion sweeps along the v«le, 

Call’d by the tyger howling o’er his spoil, 

And pants t» rol^himjfhis bloody meal ; 
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His sullen roars the fierce intent reveal, 

And the loud tail ylash’d, and eync of lire : 

Thus the b*>ld Knight drew forth his flaming steel. 
While glory woke the grandeurs of her lyre, 

And wildly rush'd along* as music’s swells inspire! 

* 

LXV. 

Bright streams of radiance mark’d his destin’d way; 
Where'er he trod* the magic gleams appear; 

His burnish'd breast-plate sparkled on the day, 

Ami Glory’s harp still roll’d along his ear : 

Shame Hies his path, and Doubt, and hiding Fear ; 
And Strength and Triufnph pant within his breast ; 

U poll his brow sits Majesty seven*; 

» 

Onward lie hounds, the warrior all contest, 

And high lie rear- his sword, and nods the waving crest 







ANTHEM 5 

WRITTEN ON # THE DEATH 

OF AN AMIABLE £ ACCOMPLISHED 

YOUJV'G JLJLIW, 


Who departed this Life, January 14, 1801, 

• 4 

ANNO JET AT. S U. 15. 


DlttOE. 

. Jan. 20M, 1301. 

An say, why tearful is the sadden’d eye? 

Why weeps pale Sorrow o’er the mournful tomb ? 

Is it that Death’s dark cloud with deep’ning gloom 
Has swept Life’s chearful morn and smiling sky ! 

Yet, sorrowing pair, whose fond parental breasts 
Still mourn departed loveliness and worth; 

Yet, yet look up to where your Angel rests, 

Anjl fnounts immortal from the woes of earth! 

And thou, lorn. Sister, lovelier in thy tears, 4 
•O wipe the liquid sorrow from thy brow ; W' r v' 
And thou, -sad Brother o| her once gay years, 
SmHc^fliat a Sdrapli,ciMihs thy friendship now ? 



* nth r \? 


a m. 

For in robes of glory beaming 
High she trends llie a/. ure ground. 

When*, m/sounds of rapture streaming • 
All the harps of Heav’n room id ! # 

Falls, in strains of music* dying, « 

Streams, that warble as they ilow . 
Symphonies in Zephyrs sighing, 
liver breathing soft and slow; 


Fields, that know no winter drear\ f 
<5 roves, to heav’nly musing d< sir, 
'Inhere her charm’d eye never weary. 
Never tire her ravish’d ear ! 


K i;c i i ati v i:. 

Lift, lift, fond pair, the drooping head : 
O let the smiles, so soon that fled. 

Again salute th’ enliven’d Morn! 
IJusli, hush Affection’s mournful sign. 


* v 


wipe from out the* tear-d ow’d eve 
r* j* '*•* . ~ 

The pearl’s that pale, cheekadtem 
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CIJOHCS. 

# Y e Clioirs of Harmony on high, 

Who tunc the spheres that charm the sky . 
For ever rotting round tlf eternal throne: 
Quick ith your magic sounds unfold 
Yon portals of celestial gold ; 

A* Sister Minstrel comes to claim her own 

• i 

lla.^tv, bring the vest of shining white. 
The glittYmg harp, and crown of light, 

1 AiaTpour a Hood of radiance on her waj ! 
She comes, she comes! upon her brow 
Life beam* immortal triumph now : 

Her eyelids open on eternal day ! 


FINIS. 












